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      Cheryl Ferguson reached out with a shaky finger and tentatively touched the vase. Green, hot fairy dust circled her arm, squeezing so tight it turned her skin white. She yanked her hand back, shaking her arm. The dust clung to her like static cling. It nipped at her skin, and as it eased into her body, it sent an unfamiliar warmth through her veins. Her heartbeat came in unsteady pulses as it pumped the dust through her system.

      “I can’t open it,” she said, taking a step back. She folded her arms across her chest and stared at her three brothers.

      Younger brothers. Not that their ages matter, only Cheryl wasn’t sure where she fit into the new line of Royal Fairies, her own pack, or really, the world at this point.

      Chaz and his wife had just given birth to the first set of twin Wolfairies. Chaz had stepped up and filled his role as Alpha of their pack and leader of the fairies. His wife, Daphne, stepped into being the Queen with the ease of a real Royal.

      Nico and his wife were expecting their own set of twins in about five months. Both Nico and Isadore had stepped in as protectors of the farm, which served as a safe castle for all the Royal Fairies, allowing them to use their magic. However, the second they stepped off the farm, their magic disappeared. The Legend specifically stated that once the wolves were mated with their Royal Fairy counterparts, all Wolfairies would retain their special gifts no matter where they roamed.

      Drew, the baby, was happily shacking up with his future bride. Cheryl half expected them to announce their bundles of joy would be coming soon as well. After all, it was all part of the Legend.

      But nothing that she could find regarding the Legend of King Lear said anything about a female wolf finding and mating with a Royal Fairy. In all the information she’d managed to dig up, there was not a single hint of the older wolf sister. Nothing. Nada. Zilch.

      Not that she was all that bitter. She wanted her brothers to have everything they’ve ever wanted. She had always hoped they would find love and happiness. However, she desired companionship as well. The need to be with the one person in this world that was your other half in every sense of soulmates had gripped her heart and wouldn’t let go.

      “Ralph thinks the longer Norse stays in there, the more likely he is to die,” Chaz said.

      “What the hell does a fairy that had been locked in the bottle for eighteen years know?” she asked as she let out a puff of air. Isadore and Coral’s father, Ralph, as it turned out knew a hell of a lot. He’d become a walking encyclopedia of all things fairy. He didn’t know he knew so much. It just came to him in dreams or visions. He’d even known where to find the details about Norse, the unborn child of King Lear. “Besides, Norse may have served his purpose fulfilling the Legend and has nothing to do with me.”

      “What about the vision in Drew and Coral’s cabin?” Chaz asked.

      “I doubt my destiny has anything to do with cracking open a bottle with a fairy spirit inside.”

      Only, that didn’t give them any clue as to what she needed to do to ensure the safety of the Wolfairies. And it didn’t answer what to do with Norse. He had no human spirit, and even he didn’t know what form his other half had been cast into. For all they knew, it could have been one of the owls making a fuss every night. The only thing that Ralph’s pool of knowledge had on the subject was that Norse’s known purpose had been to bring Apep to his knees.

      Purpose served.

      “What do you suggest we do with the vase and Norse?” Chaz asked with a frown. Her older brother had a lot on his plate, and the crinkle in his forehead and the bags under his eyes didn’t hide the stress he’d been under.

      “Toss it in the trash,” she said under her breath.

      The vase shook as dust spewed from the sides, circling like a tornado.

      “Jesus Christ. Apologize to the damned thing.” Nico stepped in front of her, shoving her to the side as the angry colors hovered over her head.

      “I bet Norse knows what Cheryl’s destiny is. Now if I could only figure out why I can’t communicate with Norse anymore.” Drew raised his arms, bringing the dust into the space between his hands, creating a ball. Since he mated with Coral, he’d developed some new skills. One of them had been the ability to gather fairy dust and ease the uncontrolled emotions that the Wolfairies constantly spout off simply because they couldn’t control themselves yet.

      Especially the unborn ones.

      “Ralph doesn’t seem to have an answer for that one.” Cheryl eased onto the sofa in her parents’ living room. She swore when she moved to New York City that she would never live in the middle of nowhere Vermont again. She loved being surrounded by art and culture. Giving up her job at the museum had been the hardest decision she’d ever made. She had no regrets.

      Family first.

      But she hadn’t expected to feel as though she was an outsider in her family’s destiny.

      “I think it goes back to the fact Norse’s role is over,” she said.

      The vase vibrated on the coffee table.

      “You’ve got to stop making him angry,” Drew said, flapping his arms, tossing some of the dust out the open window. The cool, crisp fall air filled the room. The sound of children playing in the meadow tickled her ears, reminding her she was the oldest of the Ferguson family.

      The front door swung open, and Isadore and Coral stepped into the room.

      “I saw that wolf again,” Isadore said as she stepped into Nico’s arms. Her hands rubbed her baby bump.

      “Where?” Chaz asked with a fierce and protective tone. While the farm had been wrapped with a protective layer, keeping all creatures out, it didn’t stop any of those living on the farm from leaving, and not a single Royal Fairy held any powers off the property, leaving them vulnerable to those who want to completely wipe them out.

      “North end of the property, behind Drew and Coral’s cabin.” Isadore leaned into her husband. “Aron is on guard there now.”

      Cheryl did her best not to choke on all the love filling the room, but she did gag on the strong scent of Wolfairies. “You and Coral are pregnant? You didn’t wait too long.”

      Drew opened his mouth, his jaw hanging wide open.

      “I haven’t had the chance to tell him, so thanks for letting the cat out of the bag.” Coral glared. Her lips tightened, and her forehead scrunched.

      Cheryl had never seen the young lady with a frown on her face. Ever. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know. But I’m not sure how anyone can miss the sweet smell of Wolfairies.” Growing up, the scent of fairies disgusted her. It was like kitty litter that didn’t work and had been sitting in the sun for weeks.

      “I told you I smelled babies.” Drew pulled Coral into his arms, dabbing kisses on her cheek. “I guess we need to get married sooner than planned. I’ll talk to Mom and Dad. Maybe we can do it this weekend.”

      “Whatever you want, my dear,” Coral said.

      Cheryl coughed. There were bigger things to deal with, such as why couldn’t the Royals use their powers outside the farm and how to deal with a giant wolf who no one could communicate with.

      “Congratulations,” Chaz and Nico said in unison before taking their brother in a manly wolf hug. Each kissed Coral on the cheek.

      “I’m so happy for both of you.” Cheryl pulled both her baby brother and Coral into a warm embrace, making sure she showed how happy she was for the sweet, young couple. The conception of more Wolfairies was a joyous occasion, and Cheryl did her best to keep her own emotions about her life, and her role, to herself. “I hate to be a Debbie Downer, but we need to discuss what to do with this wolf hanging around. If it is a real wolf and not some fake creature left over from Apep’s attack.”

      “He smells real,” Drew said with a beaming smile. “I got a good whiff of him yesterday, and he really needs a bath.”

      “Let’s not forget that this wolf looks an awful lot like the one in the image Cheryl found in the archives of the ancient history of King Lear and that I can see Cheryl in her wolf form in the painting.” Coral sat down next to Cheryl with her hands covering her stomach, a big old blissful smile plastered on her face.

      God, Cheryl was turning into an old maid and a bitch all at the same time. “No one else can see it.”

      “I can,” Drew said. “The image for me isn’t as clear as it is for Coral, but I do see your wolf image.”

      “The question is what does that mean?” Chaz let his hands hover over the vase. It rattled on the tabletop. Dust filled the air, but it didn’t seem to take hold of Chaz as tightly as it did Cheryl. “If he wasn’t so creepy, I’d think maybe he’s Cheryl’s mate.”

      Cheryl’s stomach churned. A few weeks ago, she’d gone to see Gerri Wilder, the matchmaker who has never been wrong, which meant Cheryl was doomed to a life of being alone. “According to Gerri, either my soulmate hasn’t been born yet or is dead.” If she couldn’t be honest with her brothers, who could she be honest with.

      “How can that be?” Coral rested a gentle hand on Cheryl’s leg. The love in Coral’s heart filled Cheryl like an overflowing waterfall.

      True visionaries, which were more like oracles, were a strange breed. Their essence was almost always filled with robust kindness. It didn’t matter what they saw, they spread their delighted souls to all.

      “It stumped Gerri too. She said she’d call me if something changed.” Cheryl waved her hand. “It doesn’t matter. I’m just glad it wasn’t Aron. That would have sucked.”

      “He’s not that bad,” Chaz said.

      Cheryl rolled her eyes. Aron had been hot on her heels for years. She thought he’d given up when she left for New York City, but the second she set foot on the farm, Aron was all paws. “He’s not that great, but that’s not the point. Our focus needs to be on the current threat.” Reaching across the coffee table, she snagged a red folder and held it in the air. “I did find something on a mythical creature during King Lear’s time.”

      “What kind of creature?” Nico leaned against the doorjamb with his arms folded across his broad chest.

      Drew had joined them on the sofa while Chaz still fiddled with a vase that seemed to constantly rattle. She loved her brothers and trusted them with her life. She’d do anything for them and anyone else in her pack. Or even the fairies. It’s why she moved back home. But she had expected that after they defeated Apep, she’d be able to return to her job and move back to New York City.

      She let out a long breath. Her leaving the farm wouldn’t happen until the Wolfairies could use their power off her family’s land, and at this rate, she suspected it wouldn’t be until after Coral gave birth and that wouldn’t be for at least seven months.

      “A wolf with no soul.” She opened the folder, setting a couple of images on the coffee table. The creature stood at least six feet on all fours. Its fur was black and its eyes as dark as night. “The Royals referred to him as Odon, which could be translated to death. It was believed that the wolf’s soul had been banished by a visionary, and it roamed the earth seeking revenge and going mad at the same time.”

      “Was the creature destroyed? Or does it supposedly still wander around?” Nico had been charged with being protector and second-in-command to Chaz. No one could say Nico wasn’t the right wolf for the job. He had a deadly combination of brawn and brains.

      As did his mate.

      “I’ve found two written stories about Odon. One depicts him as a misunderstood creature. That he didn’t seek to harm people but instead wanted answers. The second story is that he led the march into the Royals’ castle and that it was Odon who killed King Lear’s wife and unborn son.” Cheryl had to admit that the wolf in the woods around the farm had the same lifeless eyes as this creature, but something about the wolf called to her in a way she thought she should understand.

      But she didn’t.

      “Those are two very different ideas,” Chaz said. “What are we to believe?”

      “I have only seen the wolf in two visions,” Coral said. “The first one is him being injured, but I have no idea how. The second is of him walking with Cheryl’s wolf form on the farm.”

      “I don’t like the sound of that,” Drew said with wide eyes. “I don’t want that thing on this land.”

      “I have to agree,” Chaz said.

      Cheryl didn’t care what they thought. She knew what she needed to do, and no one was going to stop her. Actually, she was going to get them to help her, even if it meant tricking them.

      “The visions don’t indicate danger,” Coral said. “But we all know the other vision that Drew and I both had.”

      Cheryl shivered. Ralph had explained that often visionaries had premonitions and that they were only possible outcomes. The research into King Lear and his visionary indicated the same, only the visionary of centuries ago had been fully developed. Coral was still growing and learning. Carrying twin Wolfairies had to mess that up since they were powerful creatures on their own. Daphne couldn’t control her twins when she’d been pregnant, and Finn and Ivy continued to be free spirits. Isadore had learned from Daphne, and so far, her pregnancy had been easier. Of course, Drew had an uncanny ability to diffuse hyperactivity, but it still wasn’t enough, and Chaz ultimately worried that the Wolfairies would somehow manage to permeate the protective layer, exposing themselves to the cruelties of the outside world with no powers at all.

      “Your visions remind me of the books by Stephanie Meyer,” Cheryl said.

      “You mean Twilight?” Coral asked.

      Cheryl nodded. “Specifically the last one where one of the vampires shows a chosen future, and the other vampires decided the opposite is the better choice.” She took the images of the king-sized wolf and tucked them neatly back in the folder, making sure she didn’t glance into the beast’s eyes.

      Every time she did that, her heart beat a little faster, and her body yearned for the kind of connections her brothers had found. It made no sense, other than she’d never seen a wolf the size of the one in the woods, which matched the one in the pictures. And if she was being honest, the wolf’s size really had nothing to do with it. It was what she saw when she dared look past the emptiness in his eyes.

      “So, big sister, what do you suggest we do?” Chaz asked.

      It was rare that an alpha of any pack, much less the most powerful one on earth, would ever ask someone’s opinion on what to do. However, her brother had been a leader like no other. A role he fulfilled as if he’d been doing it his entire life. But she sensed he wanted to step away from the Royal Fairies and concentrate on their pack and the Twilight Crossing Council, ensuring peace amongst all species.

      “Let me study the wolf,” Cheryl said in her best confident and assertive tone.

      “That’s a death wish,” Nico said.

      “It doesn’t have to be.” Chaz paced in front of the coffee table. “We just need to know a few more things before we get too close.”

      “It’s a crazy idea,” Nico said.

      “The crazy part is I don’t want you to tell anyone that I’m studying the wolf. No one. Not a single soul. Especially not Aron,” Cheryl said. Aron had gone through most of his childhood homeless. Her father had found him scrounging on the farm, so he gave the young man a job. When Nico went off to train to be an officer with Twilight Crossing, her father pulled a few strings to help Aron get in. Since then, he’d been loyal to the family, but he wasn’t the best officer the Twilight Crossing Council had ever seen. He wasn’t lazy so much as he didn’t have any drive or determination.

      Except for when it came to Cheryl.

      “Aron has a crush on you,” Chaz said. “He’d do anything to get your attention. And he’d be a good person to put on your charge because of that.”

      She let out a long breath. “No. He’d be distracted, and I’d be annoyed.”

      “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation,” Nico said.

      “Cheryl has a point. We don’t know what the wolf wants, but so far, he’s done nothing. So, if we let you do this, he can’t get on the farm, but we could lure him closer and watch him safely from our property,” Chaz said.

      She swallowed her deception. She’d already lured the beast, and she would do it again. “Not we. Just me,” Cheryl said. “You three would be a show of force.” She held up her hand, forcing her brothers to keep their mouths closed. “Coral has had enough visions of me and this wolf along with seeing me inside the painting.”

      “We don’t know it’s this wolf,” Nico argued.

      He had a point.

      She had a retort.

      “We don’t know it’s not. Besides, I don’t have children, or babies on the way. I’m the best person to sit on the edge of the property and bring this creature closer.”

      “You can’t do this alone,” Nico declared.

      “I can, and I will,” she said. “We all have our roles, and as historian, it’s my role to find out how this wolf with no human form fits into the world where Wolfairies exist.”

      The front door burst open, and Aron crashed through.

      “What’s wrong?” Nico asked.

      “It’s the wolf.” He puffed out a few gulps of air as he bent over with his hands on his knees. “He killed Ralph.”

      “What?” Cheryl bolted upright. “How?”

      “Are we sure a wolf killed him?” Coral asked with wide eyes.

      “Aron, tell me what you know,” Chaz demanded.

      “I found his body at the very north end of the property.”

      “Inside the protective wrap?” Nico asked.

      Aron nodded. “It looked like he might have crawled back inside after being attacked. He had bite marks that are too big to be anything else.”

      Green and red fairy dust zoomed out of Isadore’s stomach like a freight train and wrapped itself around Norse.

      Drew raised his arms, collecting the particles between his hands before shooting them back at Isadore. “Why am I the only one that can do that?”

      “Actually, your mother has been able to with Finn and Ivy,” Isadore said. “But as far as these two go, they tell me that they like it when you cover them back up with the dust.”

      “So, what you’re saying is I should stop?” Drew asked.

      “God, no. It keeps them from kicking the hell out of my insides.” Isadore took a seat next to Coral who had gone all white eyes as she searched for a vision. Just weird.

      “I say it’s time we put that wolf down.” As leader of the pack and a Twilight Crossing Officer, Chaz had the authority to make that call. Cheryl should agree with him, but she didn’t. Something about that soulless wolf was important to making sure the Wolfairies and all the Royals could use their powers outside of the farm, so they could protect themselves.

      Coral groaned, slumping over.

      “Shit, what’s wrong with her?” Nico said.

      “Nothing,” Coral said softly. “Searching for specific visions exhausts me, but I keep seeing the wolf and Cheryl walking on the farm together. We can’t destroy it. Not until we know more about him.” Coral rested her head on Drew’s shoulder.

      “We can’t let him roam free, either,” Chaz said.

      Every time Cheryl walked the perimeter, she saw the wolf. He kept his distance, but he also kept his eyes on her, walking in whatever direction she went. She’d gone out three days in a row just to see if he’d show up.

      And every time he did.

      “I’ll tranquilize him, and we can cage him,” Cheryl said.

      “I don’t want that thing on the farm.” Chaz folded his arms. “It’s too dangerous, and I won’t take my children off the farm. That would be worse.”

      Cheryl once again had to agree with her brother, but they needed to act. Waiting around for something bad to happen wasn’t an option. Besides, it would get her out of her own head where she felt useless. “What if we used the cabin on the northwest part of the property? We can have Coral put that protective shit around me and the wolf.”

      “That doesn’t last too long,” Nico said gruffly.

      “True. But if we can’t get what we need from the wolf, we tranquilize him again and put him back in the woods.” She swallowed. “Or put him down.”

      “All right. But I’ll be the one inside with the wolf,” Chaz said with an arched brow.

      “No. You need to be here for your family, the pack, and the fairies.” She pointed to her two other brothers. “You all have roles and families to protect.”

      “Our jobs as Twilight Officers are to protect everyone,” Nico said.

      “And you can’t do that inside a protective fairy dusting. I’m the most logical choice. Besides, I’m the historian. I know more than any of you.” She held her hand up before they could argue. “I do tell you everything I find, but I know how to put the puzzles of the past together. It’s my gift to this family. I’m going to do it.”

      “I hate to say it, but she’s right.” Chaz put an arm around her and squeezed her shoulder.

      “Perfect. We’ll do it tonight.” Her pulse pounded between her ears. Excitement tickled her senses. In that instant, she came to terms with what Gerri Wilder had told her about her lack of a mate. It didn’t matter anymore. This was her role, and she welcomed it.
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      “Why do you need all this crap?” Drew asked as he dumped a stack of books on a dusty table.

      Cheryl waved her hand across her face, trying not to swallow the thick particles. “Some are different languages, including dialect from some ancient creatures from King Lear’s time.” Carefully, she picked up the long cylinder and placed it on the table. “These are paintings that show the end of King Lear’s kingdom and all the legends that came from that time period.” The images showed her brothers, their mates, and the Wolfairies.

      But not her.

      Chaz stepped into the cabin carrying the vase. “I don’t like leaving this in here with you.” A rainbow of purple, yellow, and orange circled the vase as it continued to shake.

      “Coral said she saw it in here with me and the wolf, so it stays.” Cheryl stared at the vase as the fairy dust rose into a point like a finger taunting her, ready to engulf her and suck the life from her limbs. She feared Norse right now more than the wolf rattled her nerves. She could handle her own kind.

      She nearly choked on the thought. That wolf had no human form, so he wasn’t a werewolf. But he wasn’t a normal wolf either. He stood nearly six feet tall on all fours.

      “What do you want or need?” she projected to the half fairy spirit bottled inside the vase like a prisoner. It broke her heart that Norse had developed some powers, but the second Apep had been taken out, and the farm was safe once again, Norse stopped communicating, and weirder things started happening to the vessel that held him.

      “Are we still trying to communicate with Norse?” Cheryl asked.

      “All the time.” Chaz took two steps back and planted his hands on his hips. “Ralph thought his spirit was fading. He was never cast into a human soul, not like Coral, Isadore, and Daphne were.”

      “It’s too bad we couldn’t have figured out how to cast him into something.” Cheryl had read every book she could find on King Lear and his legacy, and nothing explained how Norse managed to keep his spirit when having to share the host with his sister.

      “You know he has to be a whole spirit,” Chaz said. “Besides, weren’t you the one who told me that he couldn’t become that unless he’d been born?”

      “Makes me wonder if we cast him into a baby still growing in the womb, then maybe he’d have a chance.” Cheryl stretched her arm out toward the vase. The hot dust shot around her arm. Her flesh turned red, and she groaned from the pain.

      Drew rushed between her and Norse. “Why must you piss him off?”

      She shrugged, rubbing her arm. “Why doesn’t he like me? I’ve done nothing but try to help him.”

      “No idea and that’s why I’d rather not leave him with you. Who knows what he’ll do. Maybe he can get out and he’s playing us.”

      Cheryl laughed. “Why would he help us with Coral if that were the case? Apep wanted Norse for a reason. He has to fit into this legend somewhere past defeating Apep.” She glanced at her pink flesh. That time, the dust actually did damage. She was going to have to make sure she kept a safe distance.

      “You have to accept that his only purpose might have been to keep Coral safe. She’s our visionary. An all-powerful oracle. Without her, the Wolfairies die.”

      “Where is Coral, anyway?” Cheryl asked. She didn’t need a lecture from her baby brother, but she couldn’t just let Norse die. There had to be something else about him in the legend.

      “Outside, waiting.” Drew pointed to the door. “Once we get the beast in here, we’ll step out and she’ll put the wrap around you. You won’t be able to communicate with anyone on the outside, not even with the two-way radio.”

      “How long will it last?” She knew the answer, but it calmed her nerves to go over the details of the plan once again.

      “Bare minimum will be four hours. But it could last up to eight,” Drew said.

      “Guess fairy dusting isn’t an exact science,” she mused.

      “Good to have a sense of humor.” Chaz made his way out the door.

      “All right. Let’s get this party started.” She breezed past Drew with a confident stride and her head held high, ignoring the vase violently shaking on the table. Damn fairy didn’t hate anyone else but her. Cheryl couldn’t help but wonder if that was the past visionary’s deception. If King Lear knew his unborn son would be trapped in a jar for the rest of his spirit life, he might not have agreed to the visionary’s special magic.

      The nice thing about the protective wrap around the farm was those on the inside could see out, but it was like cutting through thick fog to see inside. That left her with the question of how did Ralph’s body end up inside the property lines if the wrap kept creatures out? The witch doctor from the Coven of the Raindrops said that one of the puncture marks in Ralph’s neck was not only made by a wolf tooth, but it hit the carotid artery, and Ralph bled out pretty quickly, so the theory that he crawled back in didn’t work for Cheryl.

      Or her brothers.

      Besides, Ralph was a Royal Fairy. If he left the farm, he’d have no powers to protect himself, so why would he leave?

      “Are you ready?” Nico had joined them and handed Chaz a rifle.

      “You do realize we could have a traitor working on the farm,” she stated the obvious.

      “Mom and Dad are checking into the backgrounds of every single person here. There are only five people on the farm that are relatively new and not either a Royal Fairy, a member of the pack, or on the Twilight Crossing Council.”

      “Doesn’t mean someone doesn’t have it in for the Wolfairies,” she said. Her entire life, she’d experienced different forms of sex and racism. Many humans feared paranormal creatures, even the ones who posed as your friends.

      Something she’d learned the hard way.

      Chaz nodded. “We’ll deal with that while you figure out this wolf.”

      Nico pointed to the east. “I’ll be near the old lookout, and Chaz will be on the bluff. Drew will be right here watching everything, ready to intervene if necessary.”

      “Let’s do this,” she said.

      Drew raced behind the cabin and shifted into his wolf form as her other brothers took off to their posts in the woods. The wolf would probably smell them, and he might not show himself since every other time she’d encountered him, she’d been alone.

      Drew returned as a wolf. He grunted, standing at her side.

      She patted his head. Drew had always been a little different from their other brothers. A little less alpha, but no less a powerful wolf with a deadly bite. He nudged her with his snout.

      She inched toward the property line. Chaz and Nico had taken cover, ready to put the wolf to sleep long enough to drag him into the cabin. In the distance, the bushes rustled. The smell of death crept closer and closer. A chill settled in her bones. She swallowed her fear and stepped into the forest, leaving behind the safety of her family home and Drew. When she glanced over her shoulder, all she saw was the thick, gray clouds.

      “Drew? Can you still hear me?”

      “It’s muffled, but yes. And I can see you as clear as day,” he projected back.

      “Here comes the big-ass wolf,” Chaz said.

      The whites of the wolf’s eyes glowed under the brightness of the moon and stars. It only served to make his dark eyes more menacing.

      “Hold off,” she projected to her brothers.

      “Are you crazy?” Chaz responded.

      “No more than you.” The hair on the back of her neck rose. The desire to shift grabbed ahold of her system. If the beast attacked, she’d be more capable of defending herself in wolf form. “I want to try to communicate with it before you maim it.”

      “We’ve already done that,” Nico said.

      “We’ve only threatened the creature.” Leave it to Drew to be on her side. “I’ve got her back, so give her a little time.”

      “I’m going on record as not liking this idea,” Chaz said with a long breath. “But I’ll give you no more than five minutes.” Chaz had been the kind of Alpha that listened to the members of his pack. He didn’t rule with a heavy thumb, but when he made a decision, it was final and arguing would only prove to piss him off, forcing him to show his power and strength.

      The only wolves that could even come close to Chaz were Nico and Drew. Their bloodline the thickest and strongest of all the packs on earth.

      Smoke puffed from the dark wolf’s nostrils. A deep growl echoed in the night. He stopped twenty paces away with his head in the air as he sniffed.

      “Can you hear me?” she asked, keeping her projection open so her brothers could hear as well.

      If she wasn’t mistaken, the wolf nodded.

      “Can you speak?”

      The wolf cocked his head, lifting one ear.

      “Do you understand me?”

      He tilted his head in the other direction before he lowered it and took two tentative steps forward.

      “I’m taking my shot,” Chaz said.

      “Wait.” She held out her hand. “Come here,” she whispered. “We just want to understand you.”

      “Sister, that’s not entirely true. If he killed Ralph, he’ll go before the council, and we’ll all vote to have him put down,” Chaz said.

      She knew it to be true and even though the beast smelled like a dead deer left on the side of the road for two days, he had a right to be heard as the accused.

      “Talk to me,” she said a little louder.

      “Why do you want to lure that creature closer?” Nico asked.

      “I sense he’s scared,” she said, holding her hand out as if he were a puppy needing to get a whiff of whoever was about to pet him.

      “I don’t know what the fuck he has to be frightened of. The damn thing is huge. Bigger than Uncle Aldo, and that’s saying a lot,” Nico said.

      The wolf stopped a few feet away. He raised his snout, getting a good whiff of her scent. He lowered his head, scuffing his foot on the ground.

      “That’s an act of aggression,” Chaz said. “I’m not going to wait anymore.”

      “All right.” She took her gaze off the wolf and glanced toward the tree.

      The ground beneath her rocked with the force of a powerful earthquake. When she looked up, the wolf was on his hind legs about to tackle her. In a second, her brother Drew, in his wolf form, knocked her from the wolf’s path.

      Pop!

      The wolf howled a desperate cry for help as the tip of the tranquilizer nailed him in the side of the neck. The wolf jumped to his feet, shaking his head, and lunged forward.

      Drew, who was a big wolf, dwarfed in comparison to this creature, but Drew stood his ground.

      “I’m going to hit him again,” Chaz said.

      The wolf’s eyes grew wide before lowering over his dark pools of emptiness. Only, in a flash, she thought she saw some indication of life. Of humanity.

      Pop!

      The wolf jerked, falling to the side. He tried to stand, but his legs wobbled before he fell to the side. He growled, scratching at the ground with his front paws. Smoke and water shot from his nose. His eyelids blinked as if in slow motion.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered, not understanding why she felt so bad for the wolf. He wasn’t a werewolf, and he had no pack. Whatever he was, he wasn’t of this world, and he should mean nothing to her or her ecosphere.

      The creature’s breathing slowed as the medication took effect. “Are you sure it’s enough?” she asked, staring at the size of the wolf’s fangs. Nothing like she’d ever seen before. Her heart plummeted to her stomach. This wolf most likely had killed Ralph. That meant he wasn’t worth saving.

      Yet, she desperately needed to know how he fit into Coral’s vision.

      “Let’s get him in the cabin and in the cage,” Chaz said, hovering over the beast’s body, Nico only five paces away. Drew raced off to go change back to his human form.

      Cheryl dropped to her knees in front of the creature. With his fangs, unruly dark coat, and his sheer size, he looked like a monster right out of the human’s stupid movies about paranormal creatures. He was the kind of being that gave werewolves a bad name in the eyes of humans.

      She reached her hand out to touch him, but he let out a puff of air and jerked. She yanked her hand back. “Are you three going to be able to bring this thing inside?”

      Chaz set down a cloth with two wooden rails on the sides. “I’m more concerned he won’t fit through the front door.”

      “That would suck.” She stood, brushing off her jeans. “I’ll be inside, waiting. Don’t take too long. We don’t know how long those tranquilizers will work on a thing that big.”

      “Thanks for the reminder,” Nico mumbled.

      She turned on her heels and practically raced through the barrier. Stepping inside, she ignored the rattling vase and started digging through some new material given to her by one of the Royals that had been locked in the vase with Ralph. They all knew where pieces of the puzzle had been hidden, but they didn’t know why or what any of it meant.

      She was determined to find all the answers, even if it meant being locked up with a temperamental fairy and half-dead wolf.
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      “Are you sure you’re going to be okay?”

      Cheryl understood Chaz’s concern. She had the same ones now that she was inside the cabin with the wolf and the damn vase that they had to contain in the oven after it went nuts when they caged the beast. Norse had tried to cover the wolf in dust. Cheryl didn’t think that was a good idea, considering her skin still stung from the last encounter she had with the magical dust, so Drew stepped in and did his best to contain as much of the dust as possible.

      “Just go.”

      “We won’t be able to communicate for hours.” Chaz held her by the shoulders and stared into her eyes much like their father had done when they’d been children. Chaz had stepped into his role as Alpha easily, which made her chuckle. Growing up, that was the last thing that Chaz wanted.

      “We need to find out what this wolf wants or needs.” She held up her hand seeing the tension in Chaz’s face. “He understood me out there. I saw it in his eyes.”

      “There is nothing but death in his eyes,” Chaz mumbled. “The only reason I’m allowing this is because Coral has had visions, and none of the outcomes show you dead.”

      “I’ll see you in a few hours.” She shoved Chaz out onto the patio. “I’m ready, Coral.” She waved to her future sister-in-law before slamming the door shut.

      She coughed. “We are going to have to do something about your smell.” She made her way into the kitchen. A good hot mug of tea to stick under her nose for a bit would ease her stomach as well as the stench emulating from the wolf.

      A darkness filled the windows as the protective magic circled the house, sealing them in.

      And everyone else out.

      Cheryl palmed the hot mug as she stood ten feet from the cage. According to one of the witches from the Coven of the Raindrops, nothing could break or bend the bars.

      Nothing, except the magic of the King of the Royal Fairies. Right now, that was her brother, and he had no fairy powers. He also balked at being their king. He’d accepted the role because he had no choice.

      “How long are you going to sleep?” she asked softly, not really wanting to wake the animal.

      His mouth opened, and his tongue darted out, smacking over his large snout. He grunted, snarled, and sneezed. His thick lashes blinked like a hummingbird’s wings. The sound of metal hitting the tile floor clamored in her ears. She glanced over her shoulder. The pot that had been on the stovetop was now on the floor. The oven door shook, popping open an inch and then slamming shut.

      “Norse. You either need to tell me what the hell you want or shut up.” She ran a hand through her long, dark hair and turned.

      She let out a bloodcurdling scream. The hot liquid in her mug splashed against her clothing. The ceramic cup hit the floor and shattered into a million pieces.

      “You’re awake.” She swallowed, taking a couple of steps backward as she stared into the wolf’s bloodshot eyes.

      He growled, showing his teeth, which were longer than her fingers.

      “I’d be pissed too.” Growing up, her father had always told her to hide her fear as best she could. Other animals and paranormal creatures would sense it. Hell, even her human mother sensed whenever she’d been scared.

      The beast stuck his snout through the bars, deepening his snarl. It vibrated her right into her vocal cords. The wolf scuffed at the floor, hissing like a snake, but breathing like a bull. He raised his paw and slammed it against the hardwood.

      She lost her balance and fell over, hitting her ass on the coffee table. The wood legs snapped, and she dropped to the ground.

      Holding up her hands, she glanced around for something she could use to ease the tension and help her communicate with the beast. “I don’t want to hurt you. I just want to talk to you. I have some questions.” One being, did you kill Ralph? And why?

      Actually, she should be asking herself why she believed the wolf was innocent and why she’d go to any length to save it.

      The picture of the wolf! That should help create a more hospitable environment, especially since it showed him wandering in the field between the barn and the main house.

      She shot to her feet, ignoring the ache in her back, and raced to the table. She found the picture and gasped. She could now see herself clearly in the painting. Her white wolf form standing proudly next to the beast.

      He had something to do with the next phase, whatever that was, and she’d do whatever it took to make sure it happened. All of her nieces and nephews, both born and unborn, deserved to live the full life their ancestors went to extreme lengths to create.

      The floor shook as if a herd of elephants were barreling down the mountain, ready to crush the cabin into kindling. Bracing herself against the sofa, she held up the image. “That’s you.” She pointed to the wolf. “This is me.” She tapped the picture and then touched the center of her chest. “I’m a werewolf. Do you understand that?”

      The wolf tilted his head with his paw raised in the air. He glanced between her and the kitchen. Lifting his head, he howled so loudly she dropped to her knees, covering her ears.

      “Please. I know you’re scared and probably angry, but—”

      A threatening growl cut her words off.

      The wolf raised both front paws and pounded on the floor. Books fell from the shelves. Pictures dropped from the wall.

      And the oven door flopped open.

      “Shit.” The last thing she needed was a pissed-off wolf ready to tear her to shreds and an obnoxious fairy burning her with dust. Crawling toward the kitchen, she reached for the vase.

      Before she had a chance to snag it, her feet lifted from the ground. She glanced over her shoulder. “Oh…my…God.”

      The wolf had the back of her shirt in his teeth. He carried her as if she were his cub. He could have ripped through her body with one bite and shake of his head. Instead, he gently set her down on the sofa, his snout rubbing against her exposed skin.

      She stood, hoping taking a stand would let him know she wouldn’t be pushed around, but that she was also not a threat.

      He gave her a nudge in the gut with his nose.

      Blinking, she tried to tear her gaze from his dark pools of…of… she leaned a little closer and rubbed her own eyes, but the steady stream of blue, red, orange, and yellow fairy dust flowed from the vase into the wolf’s eyes, filling them with life.

      “What’s going on?” she whispered, mesmerized by the colors swirling around his body. His dark, dirty coat turned thick and shiny, as if he’d not only had a bath, but had been groomed.

      The vase rolled across the floor. He stopped it with his paw. His nails penetrated the glass. It didn’t shatter, but he poked a nice size hole in it.

      She braced herself for the wrath of Norse. He’d yet to really hurt her, and she suspected he didn’t have that kind of power, but she still didn’t like the way he sizzled her skin.

      The wolf opened his mouth wide.

      He could swallow half her body in one bite.

      She scurried back as far as she could, taking in deep breaths. Panicking would not help save her or buy her more time. She needed to reach the wolf. Make him understand her intention was not to put him in harm’s way, even if her brothers wanted him six feet under. “I’m not here to hurt you. I just need to know who you are and what you’re doing here,” she pleaded with the beast.

      The dust gathered inside his jaw, streaming from the vase, circling around his body, until it all disappeared.

      Maybe Norse was protecting her, even though he didn’t like her much, but she had helped stop Apep, who only wanted to kill Norse and destroy the prophecy. And that right there was why she felt such a strong desire to figure out how Norse and this wolf really fit into the future of the Wolfairies.

      Maybe then she could go back to her life in New York City.

      The wolf snapped his mouth shut only inches from her face, keeping all the fairy dust tucked between his razor-sharp teeth.

      Poor Norse.

      So, this is what death looked like.

      The wolf swallowed.

      And then belched.

      Gross.

      “Am I next on the menu?” She wouldn’t go down without a fight. “Last chance to talk. Otherwise, I’m shifting, and trust me, I’m a formidable werewolf.” She stood as tall as her brother Drew, but not as big as her other two brothers, but she suspected she’d only come to this beast’s shoulder, if she was lucky.

      The wolf raised his brows, pushing his ears back.

      If she wasn’t mistaken, she heard a male voice laughing.

      Probably Norse. She wondered how long he could survive inside the digestive tract of a monster.

      “I’m not a monster.” The wolf narrowed his glare and inched so close, his hot breath created perspiration on her forehead. “And Norse likes it here.”

      “So, now you want to talk.” Her heart squeezed, slowing her pulse. Fear left with an exhale, and it was replaced with a sense of awe. Slowly, she lifted her hand for him to smell. She needed to build trust, even though she didn’t trust this creature as far as she could throw a baseball, which wasn’t very far at all.

      “I’m not a dog. And I already know what you smell like.”

      “Yeah? And what’s that?” She could have projected, but she much preferred to use her voice. It was her way of pinching herself because this couldn’t be happening.

      “Peaches and cream.”

      “I’m not a popsicle,” she mumbled. Of course, he knew her scent. He’d been smelling it for the last ten minutes. Most werewolves smelled like some form of the outdoors. Her brothers carried a pine scent with a tinge of spring water. Although, Drew had a sweeter scent.

      Growing up, she had been teased because she didn’t smell like most wolves. She carried a more human scent, and it always made her feel like she didn’t fit in with the rest of the pack. She always had to push harder. Prove she was as good as every other wolf in the pack. Her father used to tell her to slow down. That none of it mattered.

      But it mattered to her. She wanted her place in the family. It wasn’t until she’d gone off to college that she saw what the rest of the world could offer her, and she dived into her work, satisfied she’d found the place where she belonged.

      Then Chaz met and mated with Daphne and everything changed, forcing Cheryl back to the farm.

      “I bet you taste like one.” The wolf stuck his nose against her cheek. He took in a long breath, sucking her skin tight against his nostrils.

      Her body trembled as she turned her face, closing her eyes tight. “Are you going to kill me?” Maybe getting to why he wanted to kill her might buy her some time so she could come up with a plan.

      The roughness of his long, thick tongue glided against her cheek in a blatant sexual advance. Rage filled her heart. She’d been manhandled once, and she swore she’d never let it happen again.

      Not even when death stared her in the eyes.

      Without thinking about the consequences, she coiled her fingers around his tongue and yanked.

      He hissed.

      “Don’t you ever touch me like that again.”

      He shook his head, which pushed her to the floor. He leaned over her, showing his teeth before snagging her shirt again. Her entire body lifted from the ground.

      “Put me down, you Neanderthal.”

      “Wrong species. You know, maybe I’ll cage you now.” He had a low, throaty voice. Deep and sexy with a hint of playfulness and a touch of resentment. “Wonder how you will like being trapped like a rabid animal.”

      “I won’t find out because you broke the damn cage.”

      “Too bad.” Carefully, he set her down on the sofa, his teeth scraping against her skin. “Do you have clothes for me?” He tugged at her shirt.

      “Clothes?” She bit back a chuckle. Laughing in his face would be a bad idea. “Why would you need clothes?”

      “I’ll show you, but first, the clothes.”

      “I don’t have any made for wolves,” she said, allowing the sarcasm to slowly roll off her tongue.

      “Guess I’ll do this naked then.” He raised his head, howling like a werewolf beckoning at the moon. His body convulsed. His fur stood up as if he’d been rubbed with a balloon, making it all static. Skin soon replaced the hair just like she would have if she shifted from wolf to human.

      “No way.” She tried to get off the sofa, but she couldn’t move as she watched the beast turn into a man.

      A tall, dark, and sexy man.

      “Wait. Are you Norse’s other half?”

      “Yes.” The man knelt in front of her, his skin bronzed as if he’d been out in the sun for years. His dark hair matched his eyes, which were still as black as night, but if she looked deep enough, she could see specs of color dance in the background. “I’m Dayton. Now, I need to find a towel or something I can wrap around myself.” He waggled his brow.

      Dayton? The last time she’d heard that name had been when she read about Dayton, the boy who didn’t exist. They hadn’t quite cracked the code for what that meant.

      “Excuse me, but I’d like some clothes, please.”

      “Um, yeah, don’t move.” She jumped from the sofa, tripping over the empty vase, landing on her face. She’d been a klutz most of her childhood, but she’d thought she had outgrown that years ago.

      Guess coming face to face with a man-beast brought back her inability to walk and talk at the same time.

      “Are you okay?”

      Big, strong arms slid under her body, easily flipping her over and lifting her in the air.

      “Whoa!” She flapped her arms about until they landed on his broad shoulders. She dug her nails into his skin, but she didn’t even make a dent “You’ve got to stop picking me up.”

      “I’ll gladly put you down, but need I remind you, I’m naked, so keeping your gaze up here on my face is a little bit more comfortable for our first encounter.”

      “Bedroom,” she said with a huff.

      “I’m not one to turn down a pretty lady when she propositions me, but this might be too soon, don’t you think?”

      “I did not come on to you,” she said, doing her damnedest to draw blood, but his skin was thicker than rawhide. “The bedroom is where the clothes are; now I demand you put me down.”

      She was in no position to demand anything, but the feeling of being pinned down by a group of frat boys squeezed her throat closed. That was the first and only time she used being a werewolf to terrify anyone, but it was the only way she was going to protect herself, and others, from being raped by those savages.

      They would be in prison for a long time, thanks to her and a couple of her human friends who, unfortunately, hadn’t been as lucky as Cheryl.

      “I’ll put you down when I see something that will cover me. I’m not ashamed of my human form; I’m just not in the mood to be ogled by the likes of you.”

      Heat flared against her cheeks. “My brothers and cousins use this place for hunting. I’m sure there’s something in there you can put on.” Though she wasn’t sure any of it would fit.

      This man had to be six four with thick muscles.

      “There.” She pointed to the open closet. “There are pants and shirts hanging up in there.”

      “Do I need to blindfold you before I set you down?”

      She shook her head as he set her on the mattress. She covered her eyes, even though she wouldn’t mind taking a look at such a specimen of a man.

      He chuckled as if he’d been able to read her thoughts.

      Lifting her forefinger, she took a peek. Nice, round ass. True buns of steel.

      He hiked up a pair of jeans that actually fit his slender waist pretty well. Turning, he pulled a dark shirt over his head. That article of clothing, on the other hand, pulled a little too tight across his chest, but she didn’t mind staring at those defined pecs through the cotton fabric.

      Jesus. She’d turned into the female version of her brothers when they’d been horny teenagers and gawked at all her friends. She cleared her throat. “What happened to Norse?”

      “I’m him. He’s me, but I’m not supposed to go by that name now.”

      “Dayton. Right. Why is that?” Could this really be the boy who didn’t exist? And what exactly did that mean? So many questions and very few answers.

      He shrugged his massive shoulders. “A voice told me.”

      Right. A voice. Perhaps the wolf was really crazy.

      “Why didn’t you communicate with me? Werewolves are capable of doing that with their own kind.” And witches were full of trickery, so this man, wolf, beast, or whatever, could actually be part of another plot to destroy the Wolfairies.

      Well, he’d have to kill her first.

      “I’m not a werewolf,” he said with a perplexed look.

      “What are you, then?”

      “A Wolfairy, of course,” he said as if she should have intuitively known that. He leaned against the dresser, his palms pressed on the wood top in a relaxed manner.

      “Please. Now I know you’re full of shit.” The more she studied him, the more she thought she’d seen a picture of him somewhere before. It had to be in the research. “Wolfairies didn’t exist until my brother’s twins were born.”

      He shook his head. “My sisters and I are all Wolfairies, only they don’t shift, and I don’t know why.”

      “No. That’s impossible. I know your sisters. They are the mothers to the Wolfairies. They mated with my brothers, and they created a new species. It was all foretold in the Legend of King Lear.”

      “King Lear was my father.” Dayton puffed out his chest. “My mother, Aria, was the last of our kind.”

      “How do you know that?”

      “The voice. It told me when they split my soul. The voice said that in order to protect my sisters, my mother went into hiding, pretending she was a mere human.”

      Normally, she’d toss up her hands and walk away. This man was surely delusional.

      Or not what he appeared to be.

      “Do you know how your spirit became split?” she asked, excitement tickling her brain. She wanted to see where this liar would take the conversation. Her father used to tell her that the self-centered, and Dayton was definitely egotistical, always showed their hand if you kept the conversation geared toward them.

      She could do that.

      Maybe.

      Dayton rubbed his temples. “That I don’t know.”

      “Then tell me what you do know.”

      “Loaded question,” he said. “Before the wolf side saw you, all I knew was that I didn’t fit in anywhere in the world. I didn’t belong to a pack. I didn’t know I was half fairy until I ate Norse.” He waved his index finger in the air. “And I didn’t really eat him.”

      “I beg to differ but go on.”

      “Your presence triggered a need to get inside the farm. To cross the fog line. The pull so strong that if you hadn’t come outside when you did, I would have found my way inside.”

      The reality of who she was dealing with took her heart and sank it into the depths of her inner darkness. “You killed Ralph. Why did you kill your sister’s father?”

      “I did no such thing.” He folded his arms across his chest and pursed his full lips. “Who is this Ralph person?”

      “Your sisters, Coral and Isadore’s, human birth father, only he was really a Royal Fairy and was helping to carry on the spirit of King Lear’s legacy.”

      “Other than non-paranormal animals, I’ve never killed anything before, and I wouldn’t start now. I might have been an outcasted animal, but I like I’ve said before, I wasn’t, or will I ever be, a monster. I’m the opposite of an ogre.”

      “A wolf killed him, and you’re the only one close to the farm that doesn’t have ties to it.”

      He pushed off the dresser, closing the gap. His eyes narrowed. “I’m not a killer.”

      She should be frightened. Didn’t matter that he was the spirit of the son of King Lear, being separated that long could have made him go bonkers or something. However, she found herself easing closer to him. She wanted to take a whiff of his fresh, hot spring scent. It was like being in a valley, in a natural hot tub, and inhaling the cold and humid air at the same time, lining your lungs with a breezy coat of relaxation.

      She snapped her mind into focus. She wouldn’t allow herself to become mesmerized by his charm. “What were you doing by the property line?”

      “Looking for you. And Norse.”

      “I’m supposed to believe that?” Nothing he said answered any of the questions about the future. The only thing he’d done is explain where the other half of Norse had been.

      Shit. That clarified a lot.

      “I’ve been wandering these woods for centuries as a lone wolf with no pack. I’ve always understood humans and werewolves; I just couldn’t communicate with them. It was you who ignited my knowledge and thirst to reunite with Norse and meet my one true Queen.”

      “Your what?” She shoved her finger in her ear and wiggled it. She’d heard him clear as day, but she wasn’t going to allow him to weave her into his plot of evil.

      Oh, who the hell was she kidding? If he kissed her right now, she wouldn’t stop him. Curiosity killed the cat.

      Well, she wasn’t a cat, that was for damn sure.

      “You are my fated mate. The woman who will lead the Royal Fairies and the Wolfairies with me, making sure the future is secure for our kind. We will rule right next to the Alpha of the pack.”

      “I hate to break it to you, big fella.” She patted his chest, letting her fingers linger a little too long. “My brother and his wife Daphne are the king and queen of the fairies, as well as being Alpha.”

      “That’s a lot to take on. I’m sure your brother wouldn’t mind the help. Besides, my sister was not next in line. None of my sisters were.” He flattened her hand against his skin. “I’m the true King, and you are the only true Queen.” He trapped the part of her skin that Norse had burned. “See this?”

      She squinted at the mark on the inside of her wrist. Defined dark lines dotted her arm. “That’s the Royal Fairy crest.” She swallowed. “That doesn’t mean anything.”

      “Why would a half spirit, locked in a bottle, brand you?”

      She’d never really liked the idea of fated mates. She preferred the idea of finding the perfect mate and taking her time getting to know him, making sure the choice was hers and only hers.

      Not some cosmic shift in the stars.

      Dayton certainly changed the way she looked at the world around her. She should be working on finding a way to lock Dayton back up. At the very least, she should be working on a plan to reach her brothers and let them know what little she’d found out so far.

      “You’re reading too much into that,” she said.

      He arched a brow. “That image you showed me when you had me locked in that cage. That was of you and me on the farm. It’s constantly changing, based on our actions and the actions of something out to hurt us, though I’m not sure who the threat is, yet.”

      “How do you know?” she asked.

      “Your thoughts tangled with mine while Norse and I were trying to merge. And I can see the painting move and change. It’s like watching a movie. I suspect soon you will be able to see what I see.”

      “I think you’re full of shit.”

      “Really? Because you kept thinking you should be utterly terrified, but you believed, deep down, I would never hurt you.”

      She blinked. Her mouth opened and closed with her lashes.

      “You can’t tell me I’m wrong, can you?”

      “That proves nothing.”

      He cupped her chin. “What does this prove?” His full lips brushed over hers with a tender sweep like a feather duster clinging to a ceiling fan.

      Raising up on tiptoe, she gripped his neck as their tongues met in a wild frenzy of lust. She sucked it deep into her mouth, letting him touch every crevice. And she was in total control of herself. It had been a long time since she had a hunger to be desired by a man. To have her body worshiped and her mind treated like an equal. However, right now, she didn’t care what he thought about her intellect. She only wanted to selfishly take herself to a place she’d only fantasized about. Even a dead woman would want to sink her fangs into his flesh.

      His arms circled her waist and once again, he lifted her right off the ground.

      Only this time, she wasn’t about to argue.

      And it still didn’t prove anything. She shuddered, feeling his warmth enter her body through every pore. Fairy dust filled the room like sparklers. Everything she thought about her life was instantly replaced with visions of a world where Dayton was the center of her universe. The sun rose and set with him.

      She jerked her head back. “No fucking way.”

      Dayton had the audacity to wink. “I might be new to this world, but it’s impossible for a creature that is part wolf not to know when they have met their fated.”

      “Fuck,” she muttered.

      “I’d prefer to call it making lo—”

      She poked him in the chest. “I liked it better when you didn’t talk.” She squirmed until her feet hit the ground. “We’re stuck in here for a few hours, so I’m going to make the best of it by—”

      “Making love?”

      “Get your head out of your ass.” She stomped off toward the kitchen. Once she claimed a mate, or one claimed her, as a wolf, they had to accept.

      Sadly, she accepted him and that sealed the deal. No going back now.

      Chaz was going to kill her.

      Dayton might kill Chaz, since he was pronounced King by legend, not birthright.

      Oh, this was fucked up. She needed to find all the answers before Coral’s protective wrap disappeared and her brothers came face to face with Dayton.

      “Where are you going?” Dayton called.

      “I’m going to do some research. There are books here that I haven’t had a chance to look at, and they might have some answers or explanations.” Or ways to reverse mating.

      “That sounds so boring. Don’t you think it would be more exciting to get to know one another, naked.”

      “I’ve seen you naked.” She plopped herself at the table, hoping her cheeks didn’t flush bright red. “Besides, you’ve got two hands. Get to know yourself.”

      He burst out laughing.

      “Go ahead and laugh, but that might be the only action you’re ever going to get being mated to me.”
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      Dayton fell back on the bed. He rubbed his temples. The pain between his ears had subsided to a dull throb, but it still drove him crazy.

      Though not as much as…shit. “Hey. What’s your name?” he yelled, staring at the ceiling. Hundreds of images collided in his mind. It was like getting a crash course on thousands of years of history.

      “Take a wild guess,” she responded, her words dripping with sarcasm.

      He deserved that.

      A slow smile spread across his face as he visualized her running through a meadow, her long, dark hair flowing in the breeze. She wore a white sundress where the sleeves gently glided off her shoulders. Her skin soaked in the sun, and fairy dust danced as she left a small trail of it behind.

      “If I guess wrong, then I’m for sure going to be in the dog house,” he projected, not wanting to raise his voice. For years, he longed to communicate with someone.

      Anyone.

      He could hear conversations between humans as well as other paranormal creatures. He understood them, regardless of language. But he’d never been able to form words, either verbally or in his mind. The disconnect from all living things had been torture. There were moments Dayton thought he might go literally mad, especially in the last few moons. He’d pace along the property line, seeing her through thick fog. Hearing her thoughts of loneliness.

      Or maybe it was sadness that tore through her heart.

      He remembered the first time they made eye contact. He’d made himself known, and she froze right in the middle of the fog. He could poke his head through the fog if he’d wanted to and he’d known that.

      But he didn’t want to frighten her away. He enjoyed looking at her and wished he could express how she eased the insanity that grew darker in his soul.

      And he wanted to do the same for her.

      He also remembered, as Norse, how being around her made him feel young again. It eased the centuries of pain his heart and soul had to endure.

      “Are you going to stay in the bedroom? Or are you going to come out here and help me go through all this shit. We only have a few hours before your sister’s wrap dissolves and my brothers come barging in with their fangs out and guns loaded.”

      He closed his eyes and hung on every word that slipped into his mind. Her voice reminded him of hot fudge coating a piece of angel food cake.

      Not that he’d ever had the decadent desert, but he was sure he’d love it. Anything was better than the raw meat and garbage his wolf side had been surviving on his entire existence. How his fairy self had survived on nothing but air and blood, he couldn’t comprehend.

      “Do we have food?” he asked.

      “My brothers made sure the place was stocked full of dog food.”

      He growled as he jumped to his feet. She was going to need her strong personality and her dry humor when they stepped from this cabin and the Royal Fairies bowed to their true King and Queen.

      Oh boy. She would put him out to the dog house if she found out he could easily punch through his sister’s protective wrap. Having his fairy half live inside Coral, he knew exactly how strong her abilities were.

      But they still didn’t hold a candle to his now that he was whole. If the world thought fairies were powerful, wait until they saw what a Wolfairy was capable of.

      He stepped into the kitchen area. Other than the bedroom and bathroom, the cabin had an open layout. She sat at the kitchen table with a pair of black glasses resting on the bridge of her nose. An old, very large book was spread open in front of her. Her long fingers flipped the page as she gnawed on the end of a pencil.

      “Are you going to tell me your name?” Her beauty humbled him, and it wasn’t her physical appearance that took hold of his soul. Her spirit wormed itself into the essence of his being. She was the accumulation of all the years he spent trapped between a young girl’s mind and the body of an oversized wolf.

      She glanced up at him. Her pink tongue darted from her mouth, licking her plump lips. “You really don’t know? That’s shocking because you seem to know everything.”

      The wooden legs on the chair screeched across the floor when he pulled it back. A bowl of fresh fruit taunted him. He’d never eaten anything as a human, and his mouth watered.

      He pointed to the succulent food. “I know that’s an orange. I know we’re in Vermont. I know my sister’s names are Daphne, Isadore, and Coral, and I know Coral quite well after having lived inside her…oh, that’s how I know all this.” He snapped his fingers in the air. “Hang on. It’s coming to me.” He dug deep into all the wisdom and knowledge Norse had gathered during his adventures living inside his sister’s spirit. “Cheryl.” He slapped his hand on the table. “Your name is Cheryl.”

      She cocked her head. “So it is.”

      He reached out and tucked a piece of her silky hair behind her ear.

      She jerked her head to the side and narrowed her stare. “Don’t do that.”

      “Ever? Or just until you get used to the idea that we’re fated mates.”

      She glared, shooting daggers at his face.

      He held his hands in the air. “I’m sorry. I meant nothing by it.”

      “All men say that.”

      “I’m not all men,” he said, searching her dark eyes for a truth he prayed didn’t exist. While Norse existed in Coral, he’d seen the way some men treated their women and he’d wanted to kill them, but the only power he had was to protect Coral.

      “Did someone hurt you?” He’d make it his mission in life to make that person pay for laying one single finger on his fated mate.

      “No,” she said with a nasty bark.

      “But someone tried,” he said between gritted teeth.

      “Hey. You nearly killed me, so look who’s talking.”

      Bile rose from the pit of his gut. He could never hurt a creature like Cheryl, especially since they were fated. But that wasn’t only the half of it. He cleared his throat. “Do you really believe that considering how I’ve treated you since I escaped?”

      She sucked in a deep breath, letting the air out slowly through her lips. She had to agree he’d been mostly respectful. Perhaps playful for mates, but that meant she accepted the mating. Something she needed to look more closely at. She could reject it, and so could he, and if the cosmos were willing, they’d survive the loneliness of knowing someone was there, but they didn’t want them.

      The cosmos were never willing.

      “Look. For all I know, this is some trick and you’re playing with me to get information and then when you have what you want, you’ll rip me to shreds,” she stated matter-of-factly. “And then kill my family as if they were gravy.”

      “Do I look like a guy who wants to hurt anyone?” He batted his lashes like he’d seen Coral do many times when she’d been a child.

      “Looks can be deceiving. If we opened the dictionary and turned to the definition of sexy, you’d be the description.” She covered his mouth with the palm of her hand. “We’d probably also find you under cunning.”

      He brushed his lips against her soft skin.

      She yanked her hand back. “Really? You’re a pig.”

      “No. I’m a Wolfairy, and you said I was sexy, and you are irresistible.”

      “Oh please. Start resisting. Trust me, it’s possible.” She rolled her eyes. “Nothing worse than a conceited werewolf who thinks he’s a new creature.”

      “I don’t think. I know.” He liked feisty women. Or at least, he liked this one. “And come on. You’re into me.”

      “Finding you attractive doesn’t mean anything other than I’ve got eyes. A dead woman would want to sink their fangs into you just because you’re eye candy.” She flashed a big grin. The kind little girls did right before they stuck their tongue out.

      If she did that, he’d have to catch it with his tongue.

      Gently, he took her by the wrist, setting her hand on the table. “You were attracted to me when I was a smelly, unruly wolf.”

      “What? I was not.” She glanced between him and the picture.

      In the painting, his dark coat had fluffed out, protecting him from the cold. Snowflakes dotted the sky. Her white wolf image had drawn so close to him that her fur tangled with his.

      “You see it here too.” He tapped the canvas.

      “Well, there you’re all cleaned up. Not like you were when we dragged you into this cabin. I thought I’d die from the stench. And you looked like you’d seen your last sunrise.”

      “That’s funny because I distinctly remember a strong connection between us a few moons ago and at that time, you thought I wanted to hurt you or my Wolfairy family.”

      She shook her head. “How can you be a Wolfairy? The Legend says the new creature will be formed at the first union of the princess and the wolf. There is nothing in any of my research that explains you except for Norse and perhaps the boy who didn’t exist, but I can’t confirm that yet with what I have so far.”

      “Why don’t you tell me about everything you’ve uncovered so far,” he asked, inhaling her peach scent. God, he could get used to waking up to that every day. Then again, he’d been smelling death for years, so anything would be a welcome change of pace.

      “My family has been through one attack after another. I won’t allow it to happen again, so I’m not giving you anything until I know for sure I can trust you.”

      He shrugged. He might not understand some things, but the connection they had formed couldn’t be denied, even if she tried. The longer they spent time alone together, the faster she’d accept it and he could get on with filling his destiny. “Do you think these books will help you?”

      “Yes.” She tapped the paper with her pencil. “But since you seem to know everything, why don’t you fill me in on all the missing pieces?” She pursed her lips in a mocking gesture.

      He frowned. “I don’t know the history. My knowledge only comes from what I experienced as a wolf, and that wasn’t much. Where I got most of my knowledge was from being inside Coral.” He pointed to the vase where Norse had been trapped. “Once Norse left Coral’s body, I could smell him and knew I needed to find him.”

      “Let me get this straight.” She shifted in her seat, tucking one foot under her adorable ass. “You remember all your time in both places?”

      “I don’t know about all my time since I’ve traveled from one human sister to another until Coral was born. As far as the wolf goes, well, that was a very lonely experience, and I was losing my mind not being able to communicate with anyone.”

      She pushed one of the books aside and pulled out a small, bound leather notebook. “We found this when we were trying to help Coral get Norse out of her before she went bonkers. Read this section.”

      

      “His name is Dayton. He almost lived long ago in a faraway land. He could have been a happy boy, spreading joy and sunshine throughout the world. His spirit is kind and loving.

      But Dayton is the boy who will never exist. He won’t sprinkle his kind of magic on those in need. He won’t be able to heal the sick or make the sad laugh. Dayton, the boy who never existed, will have only one purpose now. Some might think it trickery. Others might think it innocent. And others will brush off the boy who never existed as exactly that.

      However, there will be one, and she’ll see the boy for what he really was and while she will only be able to unlock the man, she will spread the joy of the boy who never existed through a vessel so great, sealing the fate of all who helped bring the boy to a man. Dayton, the man, will live in this land, and he will seal our fate.”

      

      He set the book in his lap. “So, I’m the boy. Is Coral the one who sees me for who I really am? I mean, she did feel my presence. I know that to be true.”

      “Isadore said growing up, she was oblivious to what went on around her and insanely happy all the time, but this isn’t about Coral.”

      “But it sounds like she was full of all fairy and nothing else.” Norse had protected Coral’s innocence, and she kept him alive. But the moment she mated with her one true mate, she began pushing him out and he wasn’t ready to go.

      If he was being totally honest with himself, Norse liked the constant connection with another being and fought leaving, even when he sensed the wolf was near.

      But he didn’t know why that mattered at the time. “I take it you read the entire book?”

      “I have. Read the beginning of the next chapter.”

      He flipped a couple of the pages until he found the section Cheryl mentioned and started reading out loud.

      

      “After the ruins of the Royal Castle were uncovered, many documents, books, and journals were discovered. One such journal was that of Suvee, Aria’s maid. We’ve translated the ancient writing below as best we can.

      “I fear I may have made a huge mistake when the werewolves and witches stormed the castle. The visionary was in the middle of splitting the unborn child’s spirit. It had to be done before Aria was murdered. I was to make sure no one got into the nursery, but one of the werewolves, in human form, charged with protecting the castle came to me. He said he needed to see the visionary, so I let him in and he killed them both. I heard Aria screaming. Begging for mercy and then bone-chilling silence. I hid in the closet, and I was shocked to see an Odon leave the room. I was tricked and now the unborn king is dead.”

      

      “You looked like an Odon.”

      The pounding in his head grew louder and stronger. He rubbed his temples, hoping to ease the ache. “An Odon is really a Wolfairy.”

      “How do you know that?” Cheryl pushed herself from the table. She jerked upright, knocking over the chair.

      He glanced in her direction, holding up his hands. A steady stream of dust flowed from the book to his body.

      “What the hell is going on?”

      “I’m reading all of the book.” His brain filled with images and words. They collided with the knowledge he’d gained over the years living in two different beings. His mind sorted them so fast, he wasn’t sure he remembered everything. “Here.” He reached for her hand, wanting her to experience this new wonder.

      “Oh no. That shit burns me.” She rubbed her wrist where the crest of the Royal Fairies had been scorched into her skin.

      “It won’t anymore, my Queen.” He circled his fingers around her biceps.

      Her muscle flexed. Her strength impressed him, but it was the life that ignited in her eyes that made his heart fill with the kind of love he’d only imagined. The kind of love Norse wanted to spread, and the wolf wanted to feel.

      “And you will be able to control it when you learn to create it on your own.”

      “You have to be part fairy to do that,” she mumbled, tensing her body and yanking her arm.

      But he wasn’t about to let go. “You have to trust me.”

      “I can’t trust you.” She struggled to break free.

      He held her tighter, hating that he put a frown on her pretty face and fear into her deep eyes.

      “You killed Aria and her unborn baby.”

      “That’s absurd. Norse wouldn’t have willing entered my body if I wasn’t his wolf half.”

      “Trickery. All trickery.”

      Yanking her to his lap, he shoved her hand into the stream.

      “Stop it, you big…oh.” Her body relaxed as she leaned against his chest. “That’s amazing.”

      “I know.” He watched her face light up like the stars filled the night sky. “So, now you can read all this in minutes.”

      “Yeah, but it’s not answering the most important questions.”

      “And what are they?”

      “Why the Wolfairy babies have no magical power outside of the farm? The legacy states that once the unions are made between your sisters and my brothers, then they will be able to shift anywhere and use their powers anywhere.”

      “Have they shifted yet?”

      “They are too young to do that, but when Chaz takes them off the farm, they have no fairy scent and no powers.”

      “Not having a scent is good. It helps protect us when we have to leave the castle.”

      “How do you know that?” She stood, planting her hands on her hips, glaring at him as if he were the big bad wolf and she Robin Hood. “You could only know that if you were there.”

      “In a way, I was there,” he mumbled. ““For as long as I can remember. I’ve heard this male voice telling me that I was the son of King Lear. The true King of the Royal Fairies and that when the time was right, I’d be whole again and then I’d be able to fulfill my destiny so all Wolfairies would be safe both inside the castle walls as well as outside.”

      “That’s it?”

      “That’s what the voice told me.” He snagged the orange and bit into the peel before using his fingers to rid the tasty treat of its bitter outsides.

      “Which half of you heard that?”

      “Both.”

      “Liar,” she said with venom so real it cut into his heart. She jabbed her index finger into his shoulder. “I saw the wolf Suvee described when you showed me the book and that wolf is identical to you. You showed your hand, and I’m going to make sure my brothers put you down.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      There was no way Cheryl was getting out of this cabin alive.

      She stared into the dense darkness of Dayton’s eyes. Little flashes of light drew her deeper. She blinked, trying to shift her focus on how she could warn her brothers. If the visionary hadn’t completed the separation of the soul, and the werewolf killed them all, then everyone was going to die anyway.

      A fact her brothers needed to know.

      But that didn’t make sense. The wolf had merged with Norse, and she knew Norse had existed, and they had been actively searching for his other half.

      “Smoke is coming out of your ears.” Dayton laughed. “When you’re done spinning your wheels, let me know. I’m going to go see what’s in the fridge. I’m starving.”

      “Why don’t you just put me out of my misery and kill me?” Well, that was a stupid question. She didn’t need to put that thought in the beast’s head.

      He turned, taking one step toward her.

      She shot her hand up as if that would stop him from grabbing her with his massive hand and snapping her neck with one squeeze. Heat prickled her fingertips. White specks of dust trickled from her palms. “What the hell?”

      “That’s interesting. Can any of your brothers emit fairy dust?” he asked with a chuckle.

      She ignored him, and his stupid sounding-sweet-like-hot-fudge voice. What softly glided from her hands to the air was exactly what she saw when she looked into Dayton’s eyes.

      “What are you doing to me?” She shook her hands, but that only created more dust. It snaked up to the ceiling and wrapped around the fan before dropping on top of Dayton.

      If only she could cage the beast again. Then she could do her research without having to worry if he was going to shift and turn her into dog food.

      “Shit,” he muttered. “Please stop.”

      “Why?” Not that she knew how to turn off the sudden flow of fairy dust.

      “I can’t move,” he mumbled behind a tight jaw.

      “Seriously?” A smile tugged at her lips. She raised her hands, pushing the dust in his direction.

      “Now you’re crushing me.” His face contorted, and his eyes grew wide. “You’ve got to call the dust off.”

      “I have no idea how to do that.” A combination of awe and panic gripped her heart.

      “It’s a living extension of you. It’s why fairies have a hard time hiding their emotions. Wolfairies are better at it, so this should be easy. But hurry. You’re going to start breaking my bones.”

      “Maybe that’s what I—”

      “Do you really want to kill me? Because that’s what you’re doing.” His projection came through as a tight whisper. “Negative energy brings negative dust, and you’ve got a shit ton of anger directed at me.”

      “I don’t trust you.” Instinctively, she waved her hands above her head, swirling the dust. She collected it into a ball like she’d seen Drew do. Clapping her hands, she broke the knot and then tugged at all the dust still wrapped around Dayton. Slowly, it floated away.

      Dayton dropped to his knees. His knuckles hit the wood floor with a thud that rattled the planks under her feet. “That fucking hurt.” He snarled as if in his wolf form. “A Queen should not be allowed to do that to her King.”

      “I’m honestly thrilled I can do it. Just in case I need to kill you.” She pointed her finger like a gun and blew on the tip. “But now I need to find out why I can do it, because I’m no fairy.”

      “Nope. You’re not. You’re a Wolfairy, just like me.”

      “Ha. Ha. You’re such a comedian.” Next time, she would be sure to squish his dry sense of humor. She tucked her hair behind her ears and went back to the table. Somewhere in all this new stuff they’d found on the Royal Fairies and the legends that went with them, there had to be something on a wolf gaining fairy abilities. Her brothers had all developed stronger senses and were able to experience much of the fairy magic their mates possessed, but she’d never seen them shoot off fairy dust from the palms. “I’m half human, so it’s impossible.”

      “Your mother hasn’t come into her powers? I would think that should have happened when Chaz and Daphne mated.”

      “I don’t find you amusing,” she said.

      “Coral used to wander around her town. She’d skip and sing, and Norse loved that. But he listened to everything, and he overheard Isadore and Coral’s father discussing something they found regarding the Alpha of your pack and his non-human wife.”

      “That’s impossible. Trust me, my mom is human.” Cheryl swallowed. Her mother could communicate telepathically with more than just her husband. But that wasn’t a fairy power. That was a wolf thing, and she wasn’t that either.

      Isadore and Coral weren’t witches, even though they were raised by them and had their powers until their fairy selves were released.

      Shit.

      “So, you agree it could be possible your mom is a fairy,” he said more as a statement of fact than opinion.

      “I’ll agree it’s not impossible.”

      “That’s keeping a half-open mind.” Dayton stayed on the ground on all fours, huffing and puffing.

      “That’s all you’re going to get out of me on that subject.” She felt horrible she’d hurt him, but no way would she let him know that. She needed to keep the upper hand while trapped in this cabin if she was going to come out alive.

      Of course, he could have been faking. Some fairies, especially the tiny lighted fairies, were full of trickery.

      “What are you looking for?” Dayton asked with a throaty growl.

      “One of the Royal Fairies that had been bottled up for a few hundred years had with her a book of folklore written by a human. There were stories in there about fairies and a prediction about the Wolfairies. At first glance, it didn’t appear to have any value, but maybe it’s worth a second look.”

      “What did it say?” He took in a large breath before pushing to his feet. He groaned. “Damn, you’re strong.”

      “Remember that, because you do one thing that puts me on edge, and I will crush you.” She leaned under the table to grab a box of papers and books that hadn’t seemed important, but she knew better than to disregard them all together.

      “I won’t soon forget that.”

      “Here it is.” She pulled out a thick, hardbound book. “Whoa.” She tossed it on the table. Red sparks flickered from the cover. “That didn’t happen before.” They snapped at her skin. It didn’t hurt, but it did freak her out. “I feel like I’m in a house of horrors or something.”

      “There’s going to come a time where you will want to be locked in a romantic cabin alone with me.”

      She laughed. “You think this place is romantic? You’ve got to be shitting me. It smells like raw meat left out in the sun and drizzled with cat droppings.”

      He bent over, pushing his nose at the spot on her neck just under her ear. “It smells like peaches and cream to me.”

      She pressed both hands on the table and slowly closed her eyes. Every nerve ending in her body awakened, sending signals to places she didn’t want this man to have any control over. The incident in college had changed how she dealt with men and their advances. If she wasn’t totally in control, making all the sexual decisions, it was a no-go.

      With Dayton, she didn’t think she’d ever have control. She wanted to tilt her neck, giving him better access to nibble on her earlobe. If she were bolder, she’d take his hand and place it over her breast, pushing her hard nipple against his palm.

      Her chest rose as she heaved in a deep breath. Her lungs burned with desire.

      “I will never hurt you.” Dayton pulled back. “You have to believe me.”

      “I don’t,” she admitted. The flashing of what looked like little firecrackers floating from the book had stopped, so she reached for it again. “Right now, you’re the only one who would have killed Ralph.”

      “I didn’t kill him.”

      “Then who did?” The book fell open, and the pages flipped by themselves. Things were just getting weirder and weirder. “Because Ralph’s body was torn up by fangs the size of yours.”

      “There are wolves that are close to my size.” Dayton headed toward the kitchen.

      She was happy to have some space between them. “Not on this farm. And the largest I’ve ever seen is my father, and he’s still not as big as you.”

      “What about a shape-shifter? How many of those do you having living on the farm?”

      “None living on the farm right now. Chaz thought it best to keep those coming and going to a limit until we know the Wolfairies and Royals can use their magic off the property.”

      “A Marrok-shifter could pose as anything for extended periods of time,” Dayton said as he opened and closed the fridge before rummaging through the cabinets.

      She could have told him that all they had were some protein bars, bread, and peanut butter and jelly, but she rather enjoyed him being in a different space.

      “Everyone on this farm is family. Or members of the pack or the Twilight Crossing Council, and the fairies that came to us early on. A Marrok-shifter would have shown it’s true self by now.”

      The pages in the book stopped moving, so she took it in her hands.

      “Not if they are consuming the blood of the creatures they are becoming. Did you ever think that maybe someone posing as a werewolf killed Ralph to pose as me?” Dayton finally found the sandwich-making material and slathered massive amounts of peanut butter and grape jelly on the bread.

      Her stomach growled.

      “I’m thinking that maybe then you are a Marrok-shifter.”

      Dayton set a couple of sandwiches on a plate in the center of the table. He shoved one of them in his mouth. Whole. He chewed and swallowed and chewed and swallowed some more. Shoving a finger into his mouth, he licked it clean.

      “Yep. You are a Marrok-shifter because they have no manners whatsoever.”

      “I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.” With a little too much gusto, Dayton spun one of the chairs, straddling it. He reached under hers and yanked her closer. “It makes perfect sense, if they know I’m about to be born.”

      “But no one knows about you because there is nothing written about you.”

      He tapped her temple. “You’re a smart woman. I don’t think you need me to tell you that perhaps you just haven’t found what has been written about me. The visionary lied about a few things, as did my father, and I’m sure there were more lies and deception all in the name of protecting the future.”

      She tried to swallow the gasp that flicked against the back of her throat. Gerri Wilder’s words bounced about inside her head.

      “Child. I don’t know how to tell you this, but either your mate is dead, or he hasn’t been born yet.”

      “You weren’t born. You just became. Of course, you could have eaten Norse to take on his essence, and now you’re just waiting until Coral’s magic fades and you can go kill my family.”

      “You really have to stop this nonsense.” He tapped the book. “Read the passage it just showed you.”

      “Have you read it?” she asked, pursing her lips.

      He cocked his head with a smirkish grin. “Have you seen my dust snag the wisdom from the pages and fill my mind with it?”

      “Smartass,” she mumbled. “The Wolfairy Queen. The truth behind the myth,” Cheryl read the words out loud. “I found a few paintings that we’ve decided are visions of the future when Chaz’s son, Finn, takes over as Alpha and his fated becomes the queen. It appears as though his fated is a Royal Fairy, but we don’t know that for sure.”

      “You could be looking at drawings from the past, and not the future.”

      He had a point, but she wasn’t about to let him know that, so she decided to keep reading. “I spent the majority of my childhood with witches, but not the good kind. They call themselves the Circle of the Sacred.” Cheryl lifted her gaze from the pages. “The Circle of the Sacred is not a coven that is recognized by Twilight Crossing.”

      “Why not?” Dayton stared at her with questioning eyes. It concerned her how much he knew, which made her wonder what his real intentions were.

      “They practice black magic.” She tore her gaze from his and focused back on the words on the page. “These witches have been honing their demon magic. Waiting. Watching. They have been searching for the souls of the Royal Fairies and have every intention of killing them off. They don’t want the unions between the Royal Princesses and the Wolf protectors. They especially don’t want any Wolfairies to be born.

      But the Wolfairies aren’t who they fear the most because they won’t have magical abilities outside of the castle unless the one true King has found his one true mate. All of the witches I’ve known in this small, but powerful movement, believe that somehow the son of King Lear will be born. There are a variety of theories on how that will happen. Some believe that the spirit of Norse was never split, and his mother was kept alive long enough to make sure he was born. It was then, the visionary cast his spirit into a human form. When the pairings between his sisters and their wolf mates begin, that’s when he’ll come into his fairy powers, making him the true King, without a chosen Queen.

      It is the queen they fear.”

      “Wolfairy women are quite powerful,” Dayton said.

      “And how do you know that?” This should be an interesting answer, considering there is only one female Wolfairy in existence, and Ivy was only an infant.

      He tapped her shoulder. “I’ve experienced your wrath. That’s how I know.”

      “Right.” She shook her head and sucked in a deep breath. “The leader of the Circle of the Sacred, Sabrine Marth, a powerful visionary, said she saw the coming of the Queen. A creature that is part fairy, party Royal Fairy, and part wolf. When the one true King finds her, their fated mating will occur instantly, according to Sabrine. However, their fate will not be sealed until the ritual of their wedding. It is only then that they can they take their rightful place in the universe. Sabrine will do whatever it takes to make sure that never happens. Since no one knows who this queen is, or where she came from, the focus is on destroying all the Royal Fairies.

      During my time with the witches, Sabrine had developed a potion that would show the fairy spirit hidden inside a human. Thus far, to my knowledge, she has killed one hundred people. I have no idea if they actually had a fairy spirit, but Sabrine is determined to find and kill every Royal, including the king and queen.”

      “So, basically, she was hoping to accidently find one of us and put an end to us before the Legend of the Princess and the Wolf ever became a thing.” Dayton took the book from her hands. A steady stream of red dust flowed from his fingertips to the book, wrapping around the pages before circling her head.

      She blinked, and her mind was bombarded with one nugget of information after the next. The room spun like a twister as more knowledge smacked her brain. Nausea built from deep in her gut and worked its way toward her throat. Her lungs burned, and she couldn’t swallow.

      Dayton held her steady with his strong hands. “You’ll get used to the sudden rush.”

      She didn’t think she’d ever get used to being able to read an entire book in five seconds. And if that wasn’t hard enough, she now had to pull out the pieces that had meaning. Not to mention, Dayton could be feeding her all sorts of foolishness.

      Slumping in the chair, she tried to reconcile the fact that maybe there was nothing written about her because she was the final piece of the puzzle. She laughed at the thought and mentally scolded herself for being so desperate to have a bigger role in the coming of the Wolfairies that she’d actually let herself believe she could be some mythical queen.

      Talk about pathetic.

      “This makes no sense.” She tossed her hands in the air. “Everything points toward my brother being King.”

      “You know that’s not true. He’s the one true Alpha of your pack. Our pack. He’s been charged as keeper of the Royals until we have a Winter Wedding.” He clapped his hands ten times. White flashes of lights that looked like tiny snowflakes filled the cabin. A few glided in front of her face. One bumped her nose. She smiled at the coolness of the small particle.

      “And you think that’s going to happen right now?”

      “Not without our families present.” He took her chin in his thumb and forefinger, tilting her head.

      She wanted to believe Dayton was a horrible monster, out to destroy her family. But wolves didn’t just mate with anyone. Not that quickly, no matter the reason. She should reject him. Push him away. Send him out in the cold to face her father, brothers, and the rest of the Twilight Crossing Council. But if she did that, and he was indeed the son of King Lear, he was the rightful heir.

      And that made her the queen.

      Fuck.

      She wanted a bigger role, just not that big.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Dayton stood at the front door of the cabin. A cotton candy type wrap held the outside world from entering the house. His sister had thought it would hold him in.

      Wrong.

      But until he understood the threat, he wasn’t about to let his queen leave the protection he, his sisters, and even her brothers could provide.

      Cheryl had a hot head, and no way would she be the kind of queen that cowered to her king. No. She would be a force to be reckoned with, and he wouldn’t want it any other way. Having a mate that was his equal would make for a fierce partnership that would rule together like no other couple ever has. Together, they would help secure the Wolfairies’ future.

      He used his own brand of magic to look out onto the farm. Two wolves stood guard on the porch. Out in the distance, he could see four men standing at the property line not far from where Cheryl had lured him into this trap. Thank God she had. Even better that Norse, now totally merged with his wolf self, had managed to stay close to her, making sure they were able to bring his soul back together before they both went mad.

      He inhaled sharply, sucking in the outside world’s aromas. Roses and lilies mixed with freshly cut grass and pine needles. The familiar smell of wolf and fairy made his heart swell with everything he’d ever longed for. He’d been searching for this place for what seemed like an eternity.

      This was home.

      His home.

      Taking in a second deep breath, he gagged and coughed on something rotten. He’d sniffed something similar while roaming the woods on the outskirts of the farm. He couldn’t place the scent, but whatever creature created it, they smelled worse than a skunk.

      One of the men bent over and lifted a blanket, uncovering a body.

      Okay, perhaps he smelled death, but even so, this stench had a different flavor. It was as if someone sprayed perfume in order to cover up a bad smell, only it masked it instead of getting rid of it.

      One of those men out there wasn’t a werewolf. Dayton concentrated on communication with the Alpha, Chaz. He wasn’t hard to miss by the way two of the men bowed to his decisions, but the third man definitely didn’t respect his Alpha, and that man wasn’t who he appeared to be. A strange glow emitted from his skin. Dayton didn’t think everyone could see it, or they would know this creature posed a threat.

      “This is the second Royal Fairy that’s been murdered,” Chaz said. “Aron, is this where you found him?”

      Aron nodded.

      Aron seemed to be the source of the nasty wet-dog smell. “I haven’t moved him,” Aron said behind a clenched jaw. “I found him on my rounds and immediately got you.”

      “We tightened the security,” one of the other men said. “There are only a dozen people who can come and go as they please.”

      “Whoever killed Ralph and this fairy has to be on the farm,” Chaz said.

      “Where’s Cheryl?” Aron asked. “I stopped by the house to see her, and your father said she was running errands. I’m concerned for her safety.”

      “My sister can handle herself,” Chaz said.

      “So she keeps telling me,” Aron said with a sharp tone. “She needs a strong wolf. I don’t understand why she keeps rejecting me. I know we’re—”

      “Not the time or place,” Nico said, pointing to the body. “Bite marks are identical to Ralph’s. It’s got to be the same beast.”

      “Yeah. That ugly-ass creature in the woods,” Aron said, folding his arms as he turned his body. “Something’s not right with that animal, and we should put him down. He’s probably out there, waiting for his feast. The only question is how does he keep crossing the property line.”

      “That is the conundrum, isn’t it,” Nick said.

      Interesting that the three brothers hadn’t filled in the other wolf about capturing him and locking him in the cabin.

      “Chaz, can you hear me?” The barrier around the cabin was stronger than Dayton anticipated. He punched his mind through the thickness. “Chaz?”

      “Who the fuck is that?” Chaz knelt in front of the body, lifting his head. He locked his focus on the cabin in the distance.

      “The name is Dayton, but you know me as Norse.”

      “I’m not in the mood for games. Show yourself.” Chaz growled. It was a warning, not a threat.

      Dayton had to make a choice. He could either lie to Chaz and face his wrath later or tell him the truth.

      Dayton glanced over his shoulder. Cheryl was immersed in red dust and ten books. He smiled, enjoying how she came into one of her many new magical powers. He swirled his finger, creating an opening in the dust covering the cabin that hopefully only he and Chaz would see, though he suspected she would be able to as well if she knew what she was looking for.

      “Find the blue dot on the outside of the cabin. Once you see it, let your mind’s eye create a hole and you’ll see me and your sister.”

      “I’m going to kill you if you laid a finger…” Chaz stood, smoothing down the front of his jeans. “You’re the wolf.”

      “I’m the wolf and Norse, but I don’t really have time to explain it all right now.” There was that, and the fact that as Chaz came into his fairy powers, he’d figure some of this out on his own. “I think there is a traitor standing next to you.”

      “These are my brothers.” Chaz growled again.

      Dayton understood his loyalty. “Only two are your brothers. I’m guessing the one with the longer hair and the one who looks like he’s a boy are your brothers. The other one, he’s hostile.”

      “So am I. Especially when someone is killing fairies on my property.”

      “That someone isn’t me, and you have to know that now.”

      “I don’t know how long this person has been dead,” Chaz said. “You could have killed him—”

      “Take a good whiff. You know damn well that’s a very fresh kill. Send everyone away and let me show you something. It will prove I’m on your side.” Dayton had enough pussy-footing around.

      Chaz patted the man with longer hair on the back and pointed toward the house. “Go get Coral. Time to take the wrap off.”

      “We promised Cheryl we’d give her the full length of the fairy dust magic,” the man said.

      “Nico. Just do it,” Chaz said. “Drew, you go with him, and Aron, I need you to go get my father.”

      A long silence filled the air as the three men took off in different directions.

      “All right, Dayton. Show me.” Chaz’s voice boomed with authority.

      “I have one question first.” Talk about not the time or place. “Cheryl doesn’t find Aron attractive, does she? They were never a couple, were they?”

      Chaz cocked his head and snarled. “Keep your hands off my sister.”

      Dayton bit back a laugh. “That’s for your sister to decide.” Dayton flicked a small section of the red knowledge. “This is just some of what Cheryl has uncovered while we’ve been getting to know each other in here.” Sending fairy dust across the open field wasn’t the smartest thing Dayton had ever done, but since Chaz sent everyone away, it was worth the risk.

      Long moments ticked by as Chaz absorbed the knowledge.

      Dayton wished he’d taken the time to handpick the information to feed to Chaz. There was something to be said for taking things in at a slower rate.

      “How do I know this isn’t a trick?” Chaz asked.

      “You know I’m showing you truths,” Dayton said. “Or you wouldn’t have kept the fact you’ve trapped me and Cheryl inside this cabin from Aron. I take it you and your brothers are the only ones that know?”

      “My father and mother know as well.”

      “Then you know we’re safer inside until we know exactly who the threat is, and I think Cheryl will be able to find more answers if we’re given more time.”

      “I can give you a little more time, but not much.”

      “That’s all I ask. There is one more thing you should know.”

      “What’s that?” Chaz asked.

      “I’m telling you this in good faith, so you know you can trust me. I’m not trapped inside. Coral, my sister’s, magic is strong, but not enough to keep me in. So if you need me, or Cheryl, we don’t have to wait.”

      “Which means you could have killed this fairy.”

      “Only if I left Cheryl and no way in hell would she let me do that.” He took a step back, rubbing his chest, letting Chaz get a better look at his sister. “Your sister is freakishly strong, and she’d snap my neck in half if she knew we could get out.”

      “You, the big, bad wolf, is afraid of my sister?”

      Dayton swirled his finger until he found the particles from the book that talked about the Wolfairy Queen. He rolled them in a ball and shot that directly at Chaz’s head.

      Chaz jerked as the dust smacked his forehead. It seeped into his pores, disappearing with a snap.

      Dayton waited a few minutes as the knowledge of the true King and Queen settled between Chaz’s eyes.

      “No fucking way. Does Cheryl know?”

      “She does, but she’s not overly accepting of it, yet.”

      “Well, I am. Being Alpha and King at the same time is way too much for one man,” Chaz said. “But if you’re not who you say you are, then I will kill you.”

      “You’ll have to wait in line after your sister. And she might kill me anyway.”

      Chaz nodded. “Stay in touch.”

      “You will be able to project to me at any time.” Dayton closed the visual but kept the lines of communication open with Chaz.

      “What are you doing?” Cheryl called from the dining room. She was the smartest creature he’d ever come across, and it wouldn’t be long before she realized he was lying to her. Deception wasn’t the best way to start a relationship.

      “Just checking out the protection magic. Impressive.” That wasn’t a lie. His sister’s powers had developed nicely. No creature would penetrate these walls, except him.

      Or the queen, once she knew her true abilities.

      “Can you tell if its weakening?”

      He raised his hand, letting it hover about five inches from the sticky dust. Tiny lightning bolts zapped at his hand. “Still holding steady.” He closed the door and leaned against the wood. He scratched the back of his head. “What did your brothers think you were going to do with a wild beast locked up in here alone?”

      “Study you, for one.” She plucked the pencil from between her lips and set it on the notebook. Red knowledge dust floated gently over the table.

      “That sounds kinky.”

      She cocked her head and smiled. The way her eyes sparkled turned his insides to mush. He’d do anything to make sure she had everything she desired, and more. For days, his wolf side paced the property, desperate to find her again while his fairy self bounced around inside a bottle trying to tell her the wolf was safe.

      That the wolf was him.

      “What do you know about kinky stuff? You’ve been a man for less than an hour.”

      He opened his mouth, then slammed it shut with a loud snap of his teeth. The only thing he knew was what he’d absorbed while stuck inside someone’s body, which when it came to being with a woman, was absolutely nothing since his hosts had been children. As the wolf, no animal would go near him. His heart hammered against his chest. Perspiration lined his palms.

      “Oh, my God. You’ve never had sex.”

      “And you have?” he asked with a deep growl. Jealousy boiled the blood in his veins knowing other men had been sniffing around his queen. He would have to get past that because she’d lived her life not knowing he existed. He had no right to expect she would have waited.

      Her dark eyes widened. “I…I…”

      “Never met a grown man who had absolutely no experience with women?”

      Raising her hand, she traced a finger across her slightly parted lips. “But you kiss so good.”

      “Is that shocking to you?” Since he merged together as one being, all the knowledge his two halves had gathered filled his mind. A lot of information shifted through his brain. Some that he’d carried with him, some that he instinctively knew, and some that he’d learned from the books Cheryl had brought with her.

      And then there were things he just knew. He had no idea how or why, but he knew them to be the absolute truth.

      Maybe sexual relations would be one of those things he just knew. How hard could it be? Everyone had to have a first time.

      “It’s just weird. I mean, you look as if you’re in your thirties.”

      “I’m not sure I have an age.” He pushed from the door and made his way to the sofa. His life experiences had been limited to a wolf with no form of communication and a fairy locked inside the back of a child’s mind. He might have a ton of wisdom and knowledge, but what good did that do for him when it came to making sure his woman was so satisfied, she’d never turn her head for another.

      “I’ve been doing a lot of reading,” she said with excitement as she shoved some of the books around. “I think the wolf that Aria’s maid saw was actually you.”

      “Why do you say that?” He’d bombarded his head with half the books and papers on the table until it all gave him a killer headache. He had only one charge right now, and that was to keep his queen safe. He could leave the safety of the cabin, sealing her inside, but he knew her well enough to know she’d never forgive him for that.

      “Look at this.” She opened a large book to an image of him as a wolf. “This is what she described.” She pushed that book aside and held up another painting. “That’s you.” She tapped the canvas with a nervous rattle. “And that’s the vase we had Norse in. It’s also the vase that Coral kept hidden that housed many of the Royal Fairies living on the farm today, including their father, Ralph.”

      He took the painting in his shaky hands.

      “The maid, who wasn’t killed, had someone paint this. It’s what she saw. What I don’t know is what exactly happened to the vase, but it doesn’t matter. Norse was tucked inside—”

      “The maid,” Dayton finished her thought as he sat down. “That makes me one very old dude.”

      Cheryl laughed. “We can either say you’re a few centuries old. Or a day old. Or just call you thirty-five and be done with it.”

      “Whatever makes my Queen the happiest.”

      “I’m not a queen,” she said softly as she lifted the image of them walking side by side on the farm. “Another large wolf has been added to this image, and it looks as though we are going to battle with it.”

      “Any idea who he is?”

      “He looks an awful lot like an old family friend, only twice the size.” She rested her hand on the table. “There’s one more thing.”

      “What’s that?”

      “I found another painting that shows this wolf taking off with two Wolfairy pups in its jaws.”
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      “Over my dead body.”

      Cheryl curled her fingers around Dayton’s massive biceps. His anger ricocheted off the walls, pinging around the room in a fit of rage. Dust lined the inside of the cabin as if it had gone up in smoke and all that remained were the ashes. “It’s just a picture.”

      “It’s more than that. It’s the potential future.” Dayton slammed his palm down on the table. It rattled the floor.

      “The key word is potential.” She tugged at his arm, pulling him toward the sofa. A creamy stream of fairy dust floated from her body, covering his. She could only hope she wasn’t crushing the poor man again. “I’ve consumed every word of every book, random page, journal, and diary along with examining every image. They are changing constantly, which is both good and bad. We can’t get too hung up on what they show. What we need to worry about is what we’re not seeing.” She hadn’t been this excited since she’d gotten the lead in the school play.

      Or maybe her first day on the job at the museum. She always enjoyed the discovery of new things. The thrill of immersing herself in a puzzle and finding the answers in a faraway land had been replaced with a deep hole when she thought she might not have a bigger role in her family.

      Her pack.

      The Royals.

      And especially, the Wolfairies.

      But that all changed when she mated with Dayton.

      Oh boy. She just totally accepted that hook, line, and sinker. Rejecting him now would be more than a slap in the face.

      It would bring him shame with his pack.

      What pack did he belong to? By mating, if they weren’t members of the same pack, her allegiance would revert to his. Archaic and sexist, but that was tradition and while she would never stop being an independent woman, she did value the customs of her heritage.

      “So, what you’re saying is we can prevent everything those images predict,” he said as he slumped back in the sofa. Dark circles lined his eyes. He carried the weight of the world on his shoulders. No matter how strong they were, he’d been roaming the land by himself for too long.

      He needed his Queen.

      Shit. She was totally drinking the Kool-Aid. The rush of knowledge made her drunk.

      And stupid.

      “That’s one way to look at it, but then we are constantly in prevention mode, which can end up being our demise. If we can figure out the things we’re not seeing, then maybe we can put an end to all those who seek us harm.”

      “That would be a perfect world. And we’re never going to live in one of those, even when we handle this threat. There will always be someone who wants to hurt the Royal family, a Wolfairy, or even a member of our pack. The world is filled with—”

      “Our pack?” She dropped her hand to his thigh. His thick muscle twitched under her touch. Desire, passion, and admiration filled her soul, overflowing into every crevice of her being. Chaz had described the mating process as standing on the railroad tracks and having a freight train running at a hundred miles an hour smash into you, only it doesn’t crush you, but takes you to a place you never thought existed.

      Nico said it was like jumping from the top of the highest peak and free-falling, not caring if you splattered your guts all over the earth.

      Drew’s experience had been a little different, since Norse had been living inside his fated, but he still said it was nothing he could have imagined.

      While she had to admit all of what her brothers said was true, she wanted to put the brakes on. She wanted to talk to Gerri Wilder and get confirmation. It didn’t matter that Dayton had merged with Norse and carried Norse’s knowledge. That could still be some kind of trickery. She’d read about a couple of cases where creatures used black magic to mate with werewolves or other beings. It was rare, and often that kind of magic had dire consequences.

      “Yes. Our pack.” He narrowed his eyes, staring at her as if she just asked the most ridiculous question known to wolf and man.

      “I’m just asking because if we are fated, and since we sort of mated, I would belong to your pack, not mine.”

      He had the nerve to laugh.

      “Why is that funny?”

      “The Crescent Moon Pack was charged with defending the Royal Fairies centuries ago. Aria was part wolf, and the pack was protecting their own.”

      “Are you suggesting the pack knew Aria was a Wolfairy?” She waved her finger under his nose. “If she was really a Wolfairy.”

      He reached out, grabbing her wrist. “Why do you question what you know is true?”

      “I don’t know that to be the truth.”

      He tapped the center of her chest. “Your heart knows. It’s your intellect that has you questioning what is right in front of you.” He pressed his forefinger against her lips. “I don’t know if anyone knew about Aria. But I read most of those books as well, and one of them discussed how the Royal sisters never left the castle, and it wasn’t just because they’d have no fairy magic to defend themselves from evil.”

      She pushed his hand away. “The author of that book said that the sisters had a weird scent that wasn’t fairy and it wasn’t human.”

      “It was the kind of putrid scent that scared others because they couldn’t place it. But it was rumored that Aria had to leave the castle once, and she shifted to a wolf.”

      “Magic before she left the castle,” Cheryl said, doing her best to keep her voice filled with strength and conviction.

      Dayton cocked his head, lowering his chin. “People had to explain the unexplainable because Wolfairies were not a known creature.”

      “It was rare for a fairy to mate with other species except for humans.”

      “And werewolves.”

      “All right. So it’s very possible that Aria was a Wolfairy. But I have a hard time believing that my mom is a fairy and that me and my brothers are Wolfairies.” She held her palms toward the ceiling, staring at the specs of dust bursting from her pores on her command. “We know King Lear lied to his family and that visionary lied to the king.”

      “They had to hide all of us, to protect us and the future. It’s that simple.”

      “If it was that simple, then we wouldn’t be locked inside this cabin trying to figure it all out.” She rubbed her hands on her thighs, settling the dust down. As her mood changed, so did the kind of fairy dust that emitted from her body, and if she unleashed too much anger, the dust would take on a life of its own. “I had us locked in here, so I could study you. Find out why you were here, and I’m still not totally committed to believing you aren’t out to hurt my family.”

      “You’ve seen me as a wolf.” He waved his hand, letting a trail of his fairy dust in the air. “And you’ve…whoa.” He jerked his hand back.

      The fairy dust he’d created formed what looked like a portal into another land. Butterflies floated inside the portal. A lush green meadow appeared. Tall yellow, blue, red, and pink flowers waved in the slight breeze.

      “What is that?” Cheryl asked, leaning forward to get a better look. “Are we having a vision?”

      “I would say so. But is this of the past? The present? Or of the future?”

      “Why don’t I get us some popcorn, and we can sit back and watch the show.” She’d seen her share of weird things in the last couple of weeks, so this seemed almost normal. “Oh, there we are.” His magnificent dark wolf form sauntered through the meadow. She walked beside him, nuzzling her snout into his shoulder. He turned his head and licked behind her ear in a protective, tender way.

      “You’re beautiful in both forms. I love your white coat.”

      “Pain in the ass to keep clean,” she mused. She had to admit they looked good together. She glanced at the man sitting next to her and sighed. “You’re not so bad yourself. This looks like the painting.”

      In the vision, Dayton skidded to a stop and lowered his head, letting out a deep growl. Cheryl flanked to his left, taking the same stance.

      “Can you see what has the back of our hair standing on edge?”

      Pop!

      Pop!

      Dayton howled in pain as his body jerked inside the vision. Cheryl kept her snout low, inching forward, scraping her paw against the ground in an act of aggression. She stood in front of her injured king. She snapped her mouth twice before jumping out of the vision.

      The dust fell to the floor and disappeared.

      “Coral has had visions of you hurt.”

      “Well, there you go. I get shot again.” He rubbed the side of his neck. “We need to be prepared that this is what will happen when the protective wrap dissolves. I need to give this information to Chaz.”

      “We can’t communicate…”

      Dayton swirled his finger. A twister of dust spun at high speed until a hole magically appeared to the outside world. “Chaz?” Dayton projected.

      “Please don’t tell me you’ve been in contact with my brother and haven’t told me.” She scooched to the other side of the sofa. She breathed deeply through her mouth, exhaling through her nose. A wave of dark fairy dust puffed out of her nostrils and landed on Dayton’s exposed skin right under his ear.

      “Ouch,” he said, covering his neck. “That hurts, and I really wish you would stop doing stuff like that.”

      “And I wish you wouldn’t lie to me.”

      “You were busy reading.”

      “So not the point,” she said, pulling her hands back, forcing the dust elsewhere. Intuitively, she managed to control her emotions, which meant controlling the dust, which she now understood was an extension of herself. An organic component of all her emotions. All of her knowledge.

      “What’s up?” Chaz’s voice echoed between her ears.

      “I opened the communication to your sister. We had a vision that shows me getting shot in the field between here and the main house.” Dayton rested his hand on her leg.

      She kicked it away.

      “We were both there. We didn’t see who shot me, but Cheryl went into attack mode and leapt out of the vision, which then disappeared,” Dayton projected.

      “I’ll give the information to Coral. She’s been in and out of consciousness lately. Drew is wigging out over it,” Chaz said.

      “What’s Coral doing?” Cheryl asked, trying to break the open communication so she could speak to her brother privately.

      “I can take a hint.” Dayton stood, tossing his hands wide as he stepped into the kitchen. The sound of clanking rattled her nerves, but she was determined not to let him get to her.

      She had every right to be mad, and he had no reason to pout about it.

      “How goes things out there?” she projected in a whisper.

      “Not good. We’ve got two more Royal Fairies who have been murdered. One on the property, and one just outside. Both have identical fang marks.”

      “How fresh are the kills?” she asked.

      “Fresh enough that we know it’s not the man inside with you. How are you holding up? Find out anything interesting?”

      “Well, I’m able to produce fairy dust, and according to Dayton, we’re all Wolfairies.”

      “That actually explains what’s going on with Drew. We thought all the dust he collected had penetrated his body and then decided to come out and build a crate around Daphne and the twins for fun. But it doesn’t explain why Mom is all of a sudden blinking fairy dust. Damn. I thought I’d seen it all.”

      “Dayton and I found some information that leads me to believe that Mom is indeed a Royal Fairy and that Aria was also a Wolfairy. I can’t confirm it all, but I’m starting to believe it.” In the hole that Dayton created, Cheryl saw Chaz step into the stream of light. “Can you see me?”

      “Faintly.” He paused about fifty paces away. “There is something you should know.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Gerri Wilder called and wanted you to know that she found your fated and he’s Dayton.”

      “I already know that,” she said, trying to hide her excitement, which was quickly squelched as a rumble of trepidation rolled through her heart and mind.

      The one true Queen.

      Holy fuck. That was too much to deal with.

      “And we’ve mated,” she said.

      “You don’t sound or look thrilled.”

      “He says he’s the one true King of the Wolfairies, making me his Queen,” she admitted. She and Chaz had always been close. They had been the ones to leave the nest first, not wanting to deal with who they were in relation to the rest of the pack. Chaz had sworn he’d never step up as Alpha, and all that changed when he went on a blind date with Daphne.

      “That’s a big pill to swallow.”

      “In the back of mind, I’m wondering if he’s full of trickery. He didn’t tell me he could communicate with you, and that doesn’t sit well with me.”

      “At the time, I think he did the right thing. I’m going to go back to the main house and find Coral and Drew and see if one of them can home in on that vision so we can make a plan for when the protective wrap dissipates.”

      “If we can do this, then I bet Dayton and I are strong enough to punch through the wrap at any time.”

      “I’m sure you can,” Chaz said. “But I want you to stay put. No one but us knows that the wolf everyone fears is locked up with you. I want to keep it that way for as long as possible. I’m hoping it will help flush out who it is before anyone else dies.”

      “Where does everyone think I am?”

      “Holed up reading and researching with strict orders to be left alone.”

      “That’s a good plan. But I’m warning you, if Dayton knows we can bust out, I’m going to crush him until he begs for mercy.”

      “Go easy on him. He’s been either alone in the woods or trapped inside something or someone. He’s doing what he thinks is best.”

      “Wow. You’re being so accepting of all of this,” she said.

      “If he’s the king, then I get to focus more on other things. It takes a big load off my plate. Besides, it will keep you back here at the farm where you belong.”

      “I can’t believe you just said that.” She glanced over her shoulder.

      Dayton held a mug to his lips as he stood over the table, flipping pages of one of her art books.

      “We need you. And it looks as though an entire species needs you.”

      “Ha! Just think. You’re a Wolfairy too and that means you’ll have to bow to your queen.”

      Chaz laughed. “I’ll do that when you bow to your Alpha.”

      “This is too weird.” She waved her hand, closing the portal. “That’s kind of cool.” She flicked her finger. Fairy dust formed into a circle the size of a golf ball. She shoved it at Dayton.

      He held up his hand and flicked it back toward her.

      “Shit,” she grunted as the damn hot dust grazed her skin. She considered trying again, but decided it really wasn’t worth it. “Tell me the truth. Can we walk through the protective wrap?”

      “We can,” he said, setting down his mug. “But I want to stay in here. We might have read all of this, but we don’t know what it all means.” He held up a book opened to a page with two people lying in a bed together.

      She gasped. She’d seen the book of drawings sketched by an artist from the fifteen hundreds. The book had been found in a private library of an eccentric werewolf, along with a few others that related to the Royal Fairies. When she’d first seen the image, it freaked her out how much she’d looked like the figure on the paper. What she hadn’t noticed before was how much the headboard and dressers looked just like the ones in the bedroom of the cabin. Her stomach flipped and flopped like a pond full of jumping fish.

      “Pictures are hard to decipher when pulling knowledge using fairy dust, so I didn’t really understand this particular book.” He licked his finger and shoved some pages to the side. “There were eight blank pages in the back.”

      Her hands trembled as she took the book in her hands. “They aren’t blank now.” She swallowed the lump that swelled in her throat. “But I can’t make much out.” Squinting, she raised the book closer to her eyes. The faint pencil marks were barely visible.

      “The first one that was blank has the darkest impressions. It looks like two wolves fighting,” Dayton said.

      Quickly, she flipped to the front of the book. “This is the image of the wolf leaving Aria’s bedroom when the visionary split your soul. This is you.”

      Dayton stood behind her with his hands resting firmly on her hips. His hot breath tickled her ear.

      She slowly turned a few more pages. “These must be all the people you and your sisters’ souls passed through.”

      “These drawings document the entire legend.”

      “But it doesn’t tell us what is happening next.”

      He snagged the book, slapped it shut, and tossed it on the table. Turning her, he heaved her to his chest. His arms wrapped tightly around her waist.

      Her toes dangled on the floor. Fairy dust swirled around them. Different streams tangled with each other, merging together as if their dust was one.

      “We know what will happen next.”

      Unable to resist his embrace, she clasped her fingers together behind his neck. “We can’t see past us in…oh.”
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      “The pages on the book are filled in before they happen but based on what happened the page before, and the page that we’re in bed together isn’t finished because it doesn’t have the author’s signature,” Dayton said. His heart beat so fast, he thought it might pound through his chest. “Do you know who the author is?”

      Cheryl’s pink tongue flicked out of her mouth and glided over her plump lips.

      He swallowed a groan. His desire clamped down on his soul. He’d wandered the woods aimlessly, unable to communicate. His need for a connection picked away at his essence. Holding Cheryl in his arms filled every void. His desire stretched around them.

      “No one knows.”

      “You didn’t notice the changes until now?” he asked. His body screamed for him to shut up and take her delectable mouth and show her the passion she deserved. But his mind demanded knowledge.

      “I was only given the book this morning. I took a picture of the signature and sent it to a couple of people I know. I’m hoping they can find out who the author is.”

      He curled his fingers around the back of her thighs and hoisted her up, wrapping her legs around his waist.

      She locked her feet behind his back. Her breath came in short, throaty pants. Her chest pressed against his with every deep breath.

      “We’re going to have do something about you picking me up all the time. I’m not some dainty little flower that might snap if not handled with light hands.”

      A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “So, I can be as rough as I want?”

      She jerked her head back. “What do you even know about sex?”

      He burst out laughing as he tossed her on the bed. Standing at the edge of the mattress, he whipped off his shirt. “I might not have actually done it in my own body, but it doesn’t mean I didn’t experience it in one of the many souls I traveled through. Besides, everything with you is instinctual. It’s like we’ve been together forever.”

      “I wouldn’t go that far.” She pushed up on her elbows, her gaze gliding over his body.

      “You want to see more, don’t you?” He popped open the button of his jeans, looping his fingers over the zipper.

      Her smile gave him a warm shiver. Her fairy dust glided over his body, giving him a tiny taste of what it will be like to love her.

      To be loved by her.

      She reached up and traced her finger along his arm and down his hand, brushing his stomach gently.

      He grabbed her wrist before she managed to yank his pants off. “I’m shirtless, so it’s your turn.”

      Leaning in, she pressed her sweet, wet lips against his stomach.

      His muscles tightened and twitched. A wave of dizziness threatened to knock him to his knees. He grabbed a fist full of her long, dark hair. “Shirt. Off. Now. Please.”

      A deep growl rumbled to his throat as she pushed her lips harder against his skin. Her hands splayed over his thighs, inching higher.

      Tenderly, he tugged at her hair.

      Her head tilted, and she looked up at him with pouty lips.

      “Take your shirt off and I’ll let you have your way with me.”

      “I’m going to have my way with you regardless.”

      Before he had a chance to respond, she had his jeans to his ankles. As he kicked out of them, she managed to clasp her fingers around him, squeezing with just the right amount of pressure. He clenched his jaw. He tried to heave in a deep breath, but he couldn’t manage to get enough oxygen to fill his lungs.

      “Are you ever going to take your shirt off?”

      Her mouth hovered over him like bird flying over the water, waiting to dive for the right fish.

      “Men. You all have boobs on the mind.”

      “I wouldn’t mind your breasts gracing my vision.” He held his breath as she took him into her mouth. “Oh, my…” He hissed as she devoured every inch. Slowly, she glided her lips off, circling her tongue over the tip and then repeated the motion several times.

      His vision blurred. Perspiration beaded across his hairline. For centuries, half of his soul had been charged with protecting his sister. He lived in the corner of people’s minds, separate from them, but he still experienced much of what they did.

      This was like nothing he could have ever imagined. Every kiss and stroke of her fingers over his body sent him one step closer to the edge. He raised his hand, gathering some of her dust and mixing it with his, which only intensified the raw need to please her.

      “Cheryl,” he choked out.

      She popped her mouth off him, smacking her dazzling lips together. Her hands gripped him, gliding up and down.

      “You’re going to be the death of me,” he muttered.

      “You don’t really want me to stop.”

      He reached down, cupping her chin, and yanked her to her feet.

      She gasped, but she did so with a smile on her face and her hands gripping his shoulders.

      “We have an entire lifetime to enjoy that sexual act. But for now, I want this off.” He grabbed the rim of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Her long hair bounced over a lacy, pink bra. Her breasts swelled out of the top. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, begging for attention. “And this.” He reached around her and with one hand, he unhooked her bra, tossing it across the room. “Oh, sweet Jesus.” Her skin sparkled as he traced his finger over her tight nipple. It puckered into a hard nub. He swirled his finger, gathering the dust, and then he twirled it around her nipples. They constricted even more, and he didn’t even have to touch her with his body.

      His fairy dust glided between them, sharing their sensations.

      She dropped her head back. “How are you doing that?”

      “Mastering my dust. It’s like having a third hand.” He churned more dust, letting it grab ahold of both her breasts. He stepped back, watching his dust knead and tug.

      “Let me try.” She mimicked his motions.

      “Oh, dear God,” he said as his eyes rolled to the back of his head.

      “I can almost feel what you’re feeling.”

      “I know,” he ground out. Waving his hand, he shoved all the dust to the side. “But I want these in my mouth.” He cupped her breast, raising her tiny nipple to his mouth. He licked and sucked, savoring the peach taste of her natural beauty.

      Her fingers threaded through his hair, massaging his scalp. He switched to her other nipple, pressing it between his teeth, letting them scrape the sensitive nub.

      The soft moans landing on his ears let him know she enjoyed what he was doing. Instinctually, he understood sex. Understood the demands of his body.

      But he really didn’t understand hers. He knew all the parts, what they did, and that he should do something to them. He even knew that something. However, he didn’t exactly know what she wanted. What her deepest fantasies were. What she desired in a lover.

      What she needed as a woman.

      What she expected from him.

      He dotted tiny kisses down to her belly button. His fingers worked the button on her pants. He slipped the fabric over her hips, gently pushing her back to the bed. “Show me,” he said.

      “Show you what?” She wiggled out of her tiny panties, tossing them to the floor. Her knees dropped open. “Is this want you want to see?”

      He swallowed. He’d never seen anything so beautiful before. He climbed on the bed, rocking back on his heels between her legs. “Use our dust to show me what you like.”

      “That’s kinky,” she said with a nervous laugh.

      “If you don’t want to… oh wow.” He watched as the fairy dust gathered between her legs, swirling around her body, showing him how to touch, lick, taste, enter her body in ways that would ensure her perfect pleasure. The room filled with the rich scent of peach cobbler.

      “Enough of that.” She waved her hand and then grabbed his head, pulling him to her. “I think you know what I want.”

      He let out a slight chuckle and ran his finger over her womanhood. He dipped his finger inside her before raising his hand and licking his finger. “Oh, I could get drunk on that.”

      “Then I guess you’re going to get drunk.”

      Pressing his lips against her, he growled. Her heels dug into his back. Arching her back, she tossed her head back and forth, moaning and whispering his name over and over again. The longer he pleased her, the stronger the taste of peaches. His mouth filled with her delightful juices. How he wished he could stay inside this cabin with her forever.

      Her body jerked. She groaned, gripping the sheets. Her hips bucked wildly under his touch.

      He spread his hand over her tight belly as he inserted three fingers. His tongue ran over her hard nub, flicking it back and forth.

      “Yes… yes… yes…” She squeezed around his fingers, holding them tight. Her body trembled. Her stomach quivered. “Dayton.”

      He lifted his head and stared into her loved-filled eyes.

      She clutched her breast, tugging at her nipple. Her hips still rocked slowly. Her breath came in shallow pants.

      He stroked her insides softly, curling his fingers on the inside, sliding them all the way out and massaging her before entering again. He could feel her pulse against his hand.

      “I want you inside me,” she whispered.

      He lifted his body, nestling between her legs, keeping the bulk of his weight on his arms. He stared into her pools of delight. Fairy dust lingered over their bodies, coating them with their pleasure. He lifted his hips and slowly entered her, gritting his teeth. She was so tight and hot, he thought he might explode in less than thirty seconds.

      Her hands gripped his ass, drawing him in deeper.

      He dipped his head, catching a nipple in his mouth. He sucked and twisted it, trying to keep his focus on that part of her body, and not the wet hotness that consumed all of him.

      “Oh, my…Dayton,” she yelled, her body bucking violently beneath him. He could barely keep up the pace she demanded.

      He gripped the pillow. A deep howl that started low in his belly vibrated through his throat and echoed throughout the room. He slammed himself inside her with a quick thrust, holding steady as he spilled out inside her.

      His lungs burned as he gasped for air. He kissed the side of her neck, making his way up to her lips. “You’re amazing and wonderful and beautiful, and I will die trying to make you the happiest woman on earth.”

      “You’re off to a good start.” Her tongue met his in a tangled web of lust and love.

      He rolled to the side, holding her tight against his body. He ran his hands up and down her arm, feeling her soft skin under his fingertips. He never wanted this moment to end.

      But it had to.

      “My sister’s magic is fading,” he said.

      “I know. I can feel it. I also know you added a layer.”

      He cocked his head and arched a brow.

      “I can see it.”

      “Really?” He kissed her nose. “I didn’t want anyone walking in on us, so I thought it best.”

      “You’re smarter than you look,” she patted his chest. “We need to see if the book changed at all and get ahold of Chaz. We have to play this out, so we can get back to doing more of this.” She slid her hand down his stomach, brushing against his half-excited male parts.

      He grabbed her wrist.

      “Keep that up, and we might never leave this cabin.”

      She sighed, kissing his chest. “I’m going to go shower. I don’t need to step outside smelling like sex.”

      “Sure you do. That way everyone knows I’ve marked my territory.”

      “Sweetheart, it’s the other way around,” she said as she shamelessly stood. Her naked body glistened in the light from the fan. “I don’t need any bitches sniffing around my man.” With that, she snagged her clothes and sashayed across the room.

      Something told him that he might be King of the Wolfairies, but he wasn’t going to be king in his own house.

      Not that he minded.
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      Cheryl’s body tingled as she remembered every tantalizing touch Dayton had dared to sprinkle her with. The aftermath of his lovemaking still caused tiny tremors even an hour later.

      She raised the coffee mug and blew on the hot, bitter liquid. The book of images lay open on the table. The image of them in bed together now had a signature. The next image had darkened, showing them leaving the protection of the cabin in their wolf form. The following page had yet to evolve, but they both suspected it was the one where he took a couple of bullets.

      She didn’t want that image to be etched in the book.

      “Dayton? Cheryl? Can you hear me?” Chaz’s voice crackled through Dayton’s barrier.

      “Loud and clear,” Dayton projected as he sauntered into the dining room smelling of fresh, clean soap and mountain air. “Are you ready out there?”

      “We are, but you should know another Royal was murdered. We found him at the southeast corner. His body appears to have been dragged off the property,” Chaz said.

      “Don’t we have security cameras there?” She leaned into Dayton when he looped his arm around her shoulder, kissing her temple.

      “Whoever it was knew the angle of the camera and its capabilities. We have a list of potential suspects. Nico and Isadore are briefing them now on the plan. We’ll see who shows their ugly face.” Chaz had always been one of those guys that feared almost nothing. He ran into the face of danger, not from it. That really hadn’t changed much since he’d mated and had children.

      If anything, it made him stronger and a better leader.

      “I don’t like us walking out there like that. Whoever it is will come at Dayton with a gun. That could do some serious damage.”

      Dayton squeezed her shoulder. “We have to do this, and you know it.”

      “I know.” She nodded.

      “All right then. Let’s get this show on the road.” Shifting in small spaces hadn’t been something Cheryl enjoyed doing. She’d always be the kind of werewolf who enjoyed getting a running start. Of course, that meant she had to strip down and run naked and that wasn’t always appealing. “We’ll be out in ten minutes.”

      “We’ll be ready.”

      She trusted her brothers with her life, and she knew they would do whatever it took to make sure the traitor was flushed out, giving way for the Winter Wedding ritual, sealing the fate of the Wolfairies and giving them the ability to shift and use magic outside the property line.

      “No heroics.” Dayton took her by the shoulders and stared hard into her eyes. Sparks of protective fairy dust popped from his lashes. “We stick to the plan.”

      “Until the plan doesn’t work, then we rogue.” She winked, though she wasn’t kidding. No plan ever worked out exactly as anticipated, and she’d already worst-cased it with her brothers and Isadore.

      “The plan will work.”

      “If you get shot, I’m not going to stand there and do nothing.”

      “Just promise me you won’t do something crazy.” He batted her nose. “I sense your mind churning all the possibilities and all your potential reactions. I know you’re a formidable werewolf and can handle yourself, but you’re still the future queen and without you, I’d be nothing.”

      “Now if we only had ten more minutes, you’d be getting lucky.”

      He growled.

      She patted his chest before taking a step back and removing all her clothing. She stood in front of him naked.

      His gaze lowered from her head to her toes and back up. He licked his lips a good five times. “Is it crazy that I’m totally turned on about the idea of watching you shift?”

      She tossed her head back and laughed. “Yeah. That’s crazy.” Crazy in a great way. She cracked her neck and back as she allowed her body to contort and morph into her white wolf form. She was the only one in her family that was completely white. As a child, it drove her batshit crazy, as an adult, she loved her wolf look. She could blend in with the snow during the winter months and in the summer, her coat kept her cool.

      She stood proud in the middle of the family room. Her head only came to his shoulder, just like in the picture.

      He reached out, scratching her behind the ears. “You’re beautiful.”

      “Get naked and shift.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      She sat in front of him as he removed all his clothing. Foam formed at the corners of her mouth. A deep rumble bubbled against her throat as she let out a long, slow growl. His body changed quickly and soon he stood next to her in his wolf form.

      She looked up at him and a sense of pride and joy filled her heart. “When this is over, I want to go away somewhere.”

      “After the Winter Wedding. It will be our honeymoon.”

      “I get to pick the place.” As much as she’d love for the banter to continue, it was time to walk out of the cabin.

      Dayton must have read her mind because he nudged open the door with his massive snout. The protective wrap Coral had created had disappeared, leaving only a small layer that Dayton had made, ensuring they controlled when they left the safety of the cabin. Two guards stood on the porch with rifles at the ready. Her three brothers were about fifty paces from the front of the cabin. Isabelle stood with her husband. Coral and Daphne were nowhere to be seen. Someone needed to protect Finn and Ivy and all the Royal Fairy children. Daphne possessed great powers, and Coral’s fairy magic had grown stronger and stronger. They would be able to fend off any threats.

      “No matter what happens, stay connected to me.” Dayton’s massive paws vibrated the wood planks. The guards parted, making way to royalty.

      Her parents stood with her brothers as did Aron and a dozen other officers from the Twilight Crossing Council along with at least fifteen other wolves from the pack.

      She couldn’t imagine that any of the faces that stared at her would betray her family and murder innocent people. But she’d also never in a million years thought she’d be the queen of anything. Other than when she’d been in the drama club, her entire life had been played out behind the scenes. Something she’d been perfectly happy with until she found out Chaz was the wolf in the Legend of the Princess and the Wolf. It was that moment that she realized she wanted more purpose in life. She wanted to matter on a grander scale, and historian just wasn’t cutting it.

      But queen was over the top.

      Taking long strides, she made sure she stayed in pace with her fated mate. Her brothers and Isadore all bowed their heads.

      “This is the one true King and Queen of the Wolfairies,” Chaz said. His voice was filled with pride and humility.

      Cheryl puffed out her chest. Every doubt she had about her life disappeared in a flash.

      “They will rule alongside me. The Crescent Moon Pact and the Kingdom of the Wolfairies are one.” Chaz raised his hand. Fairy dust flowed in a steady stream from his palms. “As it turns out, my siblings and I are not werewolves. We are Wolfairies. The direct descendants of King Lear and Queen Aria. We join with the Royal Fairies, ensuring the Wolfairies’ existence and seeking peace among all species as we work closely with the Twilight Crossing Council. This is truly a day that will go down in history.” Back in the day, Chaz would snub his nose at such rhetoric, but now, as he said the words, Cheryl gained a new respect for her parents and her brother.

      She scanned the row of wolves in their human form. All bowed their heads except one.

      Aron.

      Sour grapes. She should feel bad for Aron, but she didn’t. For as long as she’d known him, she felt no connection to him. She never understood why everyone bent to meet his needs. He’d been abandoned by his parents, and therefore by his pack. He hadn’t any recollection of who his original pack had been. He’d told her parents that he’d been roaming the woods of Vermont for months before he started stealing food from the family farm.

      Her father had taken that as he must have been a member of the Crescent Moon.

      But she never bought it.

      Didn’t matter as her father made him a full member of the pack and helped him into becoming a Twilight Crossing Officer. Her father wasn’t necessarily a do-gooder kind of guy, but he had an enormous amount of compassion, and he couldn’t leave a stray alone.

      She didn’t blame him. Having a kind heart is what made for a great leader, but right now, she questioned Aron’s loyalty.

      Something that made her shudder in shame. Aron had been nothing but loyal. He would never do anything to hurt her or the pack.

      He loved both.

      But she didn’t return his love, and that could be a problem. Aron was the type of werewolf that held a grudge. She’d always seen him as being the jealous type. He never totally respected Chaz and often mentioned that he could think of a few wolves that might better serve as leader.

      At least he never named himself.

      Looking at him now, and the way he snubbed his nose at Dayton and refused to look her in the eye, she wondered how jealous he really was.

      The hair on the back of her neck stood straight. The enemy was close.

      Too close.

      She scanned the faces that flanked left and right of her family. The only one that bothered her was Aron, but that didn’t count because she simply didn’t find him attractive when he sought after her for years. He wasn’t a bad werewolf, but he just didn’t have what it would take to keep her happy.

      Not like Dayton.

      And she’d mated with Dayton the first time she’d met him.

      That was true fate.

      “We are one,” her father repeated.

      Her mother waved her hands in the air, fairy dust filling the morning sky. “We are one.”

      Everyone followed her mother’s actions.

      Except Aron.

      “Aron is the traitor,” she projected to her family and to Dayton.

      “We know,” her father said.

      “What’s the plan?” Dayton asked.

      “We all leave and wait for Aron to show his hand,” her father said. “You and your mate need to spend time as werewolves together.”

      “We will leave you alone so we can all prepare for the Winter Wedding,” her mother said.

      “Aron will stay and take guard.” Chaz took a single step back. “We have the property well covered. Go to the meadow and enjoy a picnic. Coral has prepared a feast.”

      “We’ve never seen what happens past you getting shot,” she projected.

      “I have thick skin. But I wish we had an inkling of what happens when you jumped out of the picture.” Dayton turned his head. His thick tongue lapped the side of her face.

      “Looks like we’re about to find out.” The hair on the back of her neck stood at attention.

      Dayton pounced on his front paws, lunging forward. He bared his fangs as he let out a warning growl.

      Cheryl did the same, staring down the barrel of a shotgun held by Aron.

      “You don’t want to do this.” Trying to reason with someone holding a gun to your head might not be the smartest thing to do, but it worked in the movies.

      Aron laughed. “I’ve been waiting for this moment.” He aimed the gun at Dayton’s head.

      Cheryl inched closer to Dayton, stepping slightly in front of him.

      He stomped his paw, crossing it over hers, pushing her back.

      “What do you mean?” She scanned the area, looking for subtle differences in her surroundings versus the sketch or any other painting they had come across that showed this very moment. Nothing seemed out of place. “Waiting for what?”

      “To kill you,” Aron said.

      “Why?” she asked, leaning into Dayton.

      His slow, steady snarl had deepened, but she wanted to keep Aron talking. She knew her brothers had to be close. Knowing Aron was the traitor meant they wouldn’t send her into the field of battle without backup.

      She just wished they had filled her and Dayton in on the plan. “Chaz?” Having more than one conversation telepathically could be dangerous if she didn’t block off one open channel, leaving the discussion open for eavesdropping. Her brothers had mastered the technique when they were young. Cheryl, on the other hand, had gotten herself into more trouble over the years by trying to have too many private chats at once.

      “When I first laid eyes on you all those years ago, I thought wow, what a beautiful woman. But you barely gave me the time of day. I tried and I tried, but you ignored me.”

      “You want to kill me because I ignored you?” she asked. Talk about lame. Her entire family was in danger because this moron got rejected. She would enjoy taking some dust and crushing this asshole.

      “That’s only the beginning,” he said.

      Dayton inched closer. Smoke poured out of his nostrils with every exhale of his breath. A constant growl echoed from his mouth.

      Aron cocked the shotgun.

      Dayton froze in place. A fresh stream of fairy dust flew from his mouth.

      “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Aron raised his hand and snapped his fingers. Two young Royal Fairy children stepped forward. They held Finn and Ivy in their arms. It would normally be too young for any creature that was part werewolf to shift, but Finn and Ivy were Wolfairies.

      “I didn’t believe Isadore and Coral’s adoptive father when he came to me with a proposition to kill Chaz, Nico, or Drew. He didn’t care which one, because it was required that all three mate with their respective fairy.” Aron stood less than a foot from Finn and Ivy. He reached out and patted them on the head. They barked and nipped at his fingers. Their tiny growls might not be very menacing, but they knew this man was a danger to them.

      Smart little creatures.

      “But I said no. I wouldn’t do that to the family who took me in when I had nothing.”

      “I’m done listening to this jerk,” Dayton projected. “Chaz, I know you’re watching all this and those are your children, so your call. Just give me the go ahead and I’ll rip his head off.”

      “My mom is watching the drawings. This image is changing as is the painting of you and my sister,” Chaz’s voice bellowed between her ears. “And those aren’t my children. It’s Isadore and Coral. They just learned to shift. Apparently, they are still pups. Aren’t they cute?”

      “When this is over, you’re a dead man,” Isadore mumbled.

      “And here I thought me being a queen was the weirdest thing that could happen.” She closed off the discussion. “So, what changed?” she projected to Aron.

      “When you came back, and we went out on a few dates, I thought, this was it. She’d finally see I was the wolf for her. But instead, you humiliated me in front of your brothers right after we defeated Apep. That’s when I decided to use that damn wolf. If everyone thought he was the threat, and I put him down, I’d be a hero and you’d have to see, but instead you go and mate with the beast while I’m trying to set him up to be a murderer.”

      “Is he our only threat?” she projected to his brothers. “Or has he converted others to his pathetic cause?”

      “He’s been in touch with two rogue witch covens and a couple of rogue wolves,” Chaz said. “They have a camp not far from here, and they are waiting for the Wolfairy pups.”

      “Do you seriously want to let him race off with Isadore and Coral hanging from his jaws?” she asked the question, but she knew the answer. Of course he was willing to do that. Isadore and Coral could work their fairy magic, securing the camp, and making sure all parties were brought before the council.

      She growled. That meant they were going to have to play this out.

      “Don’t worry, babe. I’ve got thick skin.” Dayton gave her a little hip check as if they were playing.

      “First. If you ever call me babe again, I will crush your big toe. Second, I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t be. I didn’t think we’d be able to avoid it anyway.” Dayton raised his paw, dragging it across the ground in an act of aggression. “Let him shift before attacking.”

      “And let him take Isadore and Coral. We’ve got the camp surrounded, so just follow closely,” Chaz said.

      “You could have told us this before we left the cabin.” She dug her claws into the dirt, bracing herself to watch her fated get—

      Pop!

      Dayton howled.

      Pop!

      Dayton dropped to his knees. “Holy shit, that hurt.”

      “Are you going to be okay?” She stared at Aron who stood with the rifle aimed right at her.

      “Flesh wound,” Dayton grunted.

      “He’s not shifting,” she mumbled.

      “We’ve got another problem. The witches and rogue wolves are charging the farm.”

      “You mean I let this asshole shoot my mate, and he’s not going to take off running with the Wolfairy pups?” She showed her teeth, scraping at the ground. She wasn’t going to wait for an answer from Chaz. She would take great pleasure in putting Aron down.

      “Come on, girl. Come get me.” He cocked the gun, his finger hovering over the trigger. “But you’ll be dead before you get five feet. You see, the beast really wasn’t who he said he was and he killed you, so I had to kill him to save the day. Everyone will bow to me.”

      “My brothers never will.”

      “Of course they won’t, but they will be dead too. So will their wives. All that will be left are these two little pups, and I will raise them as my own. I will be King of the Wolfairies.”

      “You have to be a Wolfairy for that to happen.” She glanced at the Wolfairy pups. Hard to believe they were Coral and Isadore, but that was no less weird than her being part fairy.

      “You’re outnumbered, and you’re not going to do anything to me as long as I have these two.” He reached for one of the pups, who growled fairy dust. Lightning popped inside the trail of dust, snapping at Aron’s skin.

      But he just flicked it away.

      It should have burned him, but a thin layer of black magic protected him. That wasn’t good.

      “I’m tired of this game.” He raised the rifle. “The queen is dead.”

      “No!” Dayton yelled.

      Pop!

      Instinctively, she dropped her head, falling to the ground, spreading her legs out, hoping the bullet would whiz past her. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched in horror as Dayton jumped in front of her, taking the bullet in his chest.

      His large body jerked. When he hit the dirt, the earth shook so hard she bounced.

      “Nobility only gets you killed.” Aron stepped forward, his weapon raised and ready to fire again.

      Dayton’s breath came in a shallow gurgle. His lids drew heavy over his eyes. This was not how this was supposed to play out.

      She rose to her feet and opened her mouth to howl, except instead of noise filling the sky, fiery fairy dust flew from her mouth and nostrils. The same kind of dust that nearly crushed Dayton.

      “You are going to regret that.” She huffed and puffed until the dust settled around Aron’s body.

      He dropped the gun, and his face contorted. His eyes grew wide, and he dropped to his knees.

      She darted forward, knocking him to his back. She wrapped her mouth around his neck, putting just enough pressure on his skin to draw blood, but not enough to cause any real damage. The dust continued to squeeze his body. She wanted to watch him take his last breath.

      “Stop,” Isadore said. She stood next to Cheryl in her human form with a blanket wrapped around her body. “You’re going to kill him.”

      Cheryl growled, digging her teeth in a tad deeper. The taste of blood burned her tongue. She flexed her muscles, tightening the grip her dust had over Aron. “He deserves to die.”

      “Let the council handle Aron. Right now, your mate needs your healing powers.” Isadore tapped her shoulder. “He’s hurt pretty bad.”

      Cheryl snarled, releasing his neck. She glanced at Isadore and nodded before racing back to Dayton.

      “Can you hear me?” she asked.

      “I’m still kicking.”

      She tipped her head, licking his wound with fairy dust. Green, red, yellow, and pink dust danced over Dayton’s body.

      “Now we know what you were lunging at,” he whispered between labored breaths.

      “I think this is going to hurt.” She raised her paw, commanding the dust to settle around his wounds like a magnet.

      Dayton’s body shook.

      “We should do this in human form,” she projected.

      “You have to get the bullets out while he’s still a wolf. You can shift any time. We’ve got clothes for you.” Isadore dropped a T-shirt and a pair of jeans on the ground. “I’m going to take care of Aron and make sure the camp has been secure. If you need anything, you know how to reach us.”

      She nuzzled her head against Dayton’s. “I love you,” she whispered.

      “I love you back. Now please get these bullets out of my body. We have a Winter Wedding to attend and a honeymoon to go on.”
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      Cheryl sat in front of her mother’s vanity while her mother put the final touches on her hair for the Winter Wedding.

      “You look amazing.” Her mother rested her hands on Cheryl’s bare shoulders and leaned over, kissing her cheek.

      “I can’t believe how well your wedding dress fits me.” Cheryl rested her hands over her stomach. It had only been a week since she and Dayton had mated, but she was certain she was pregnant.

      “It looks better on you than it did me.”

      Cheryl turned and faced her mother, who had taken her new Royal Fairy status with humility, though she had too much fun playing with her fairy dust. “Do you think we’re all safe now?”

      “We’re safer.” Her mother took her by the hands and helped her to her feet. “There will always be someone or something who will see Wolfairies or even fairies as a threat. People fear what they don’t understand.” Her mother cupped Cheryl’s cheeks. “The book of drawings has been completely filled in and signed.”

      “By me,” Cheryl said with a smile. “How odd that I didn’t notice my own initials.”

      “All the legends and prophecies have been filled, and there are plenty of Wolfairies to go around.”

      A tap at the door made Cheryl jump.

      “Are we ready in here?” her father asked as he peeked his head inside. “Oh, wow. You look beautiful.”

      “Thanks, Dad.”

      “I meant your mother.” Her father took her mother into his arms and smacked his lips against hers. They embraced and kissed for what seemed like an eternity.

      “Um. Hello. Daughter in the room. And need I remind you, I’m getting married.”

      Her father pried his lips from his bride. “Oh, and he’s mighty nervous down there, so we better get this Winter Wedding started before that young man takes off for the woods again.” Her father held out his arm. “He’s a good man.”

      “That he is.” She sucked in a deep breath and managed to make it down the stairs without falling. According to all the research she’d done on the Winter Wedding, the key component was the white fairy dust that looked like snowflakes.

      Her father pushed open the back door. The stars and the moon lit up the evening sky. They provided enough light so that the fairy dust sparkled as it danced around, landing in piles on the ground, only to stir and rise up to the sky again.

      Isadore and Coral stood at the edge of the makeshift aisle wearing red dresses. Daphne and Chaz took their place to the side of the preacher. Finn and Ivy were tucked neatly into a bassinet and, for now, slept like the little angels they were.

      Drew and Nico stood proudly next to Dayton, who rocked back and forth on his heels with his hands clasped tightly together.

      A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. She never imagined Dayton would be nervous about anything.

      When he caught her gaze, his lower lip dropped open and both brows shot up.

      “I think he likes what he sees,” her mother said as she kissed her cheek.

      Her father snarled protectively. He patted her hand as the music started, and they made their way down the makeshift aisle.

      “Two weddings in two days,” her mother said, shaking her head. “All my babies married and with pups coming of their own.”

      “I just hope Drew and Coral don’t think this Winter Wedding ritual took away from their special day.”

      Her father laughed. “That Coral. She’s a hoot and a half. I think she preferred the untraditional party we had yesterday over all this tradition. Which is weird, because I’d never heard of a Winter Wedding until you gave me that old book on it.”

      “Dad. Can you please stop rambling?” she asked behind a tight jaw and a plastered-on smile. The only people in attendance were her immediate family, the heads of the Twilight Crossing Council as well as the chosen Royal Fairies, but that didn’t make her any less nervous. It still blew her mind that in a matter of minutes, she’d be married.

      And a queen.

      Her father kissed the back of her hand before placing it in Dayton’s. “Remember, I loved her first.”

      “Yes, sir.” Dayton took in a deep breath.

      She gazed into her fated’s dark eyes. Sparks flickered about inside just like the snow-like flakes that floated around them, spreading the love and joy the Wolfairies have brought to this world.

      She stifled a giggle, remembering she was a Wolfairy.

      “I want to show you something,” Dayton whispered in her ear. He raised his finger, swirling the white dust around. He tossed it toward the sky, creating a screen. In the screen, a couple dozen Wolfairy pups played in this very backyard.

      Chaz and Drew chased the bigger ones in their wolf form while Daphne and Coral pushed a few Wolfairies in their human form on the swing set.

      Isadore and Nico sat at the picnic table. Isadore’s belly swollen once again with babies.

      Dayton strolled into the image, scooping up a couple of children in his arms, blowing raspberries at their cheeks. They flapped their arms and giggled, screaming, “Mommy!”

      Dayton let them down as they raced off toward the house, where she sat on the front porch with her parents. They looked a few years older, but all in all, aging quite well.

      “How many children do we end up having?” she whispered.

      “If I told you that, you’d never marry me, much less go on a honeymoon with me.”

      She swallowed. “That many, huh?”

      “If it makes you feel better, Isadore and Nico have a couple more than us.”

      “Well, maybe we need to play some catch up.” She waved her hand in the air, closing the vision into the future.

      All that mattered was right now. This moment.

      The Winter Wedding.

      Her wedding.
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